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CHAPTER I 



THE PRESBYTiiRE OF PONEFbX 

It was the month of April in the Val Martino. The 
year was 1686. At the open salon window of the old 
presbjrtfere of PonefrJ^ stood a young girl. A shadow 
rested on her brow, and ever and again with a quick, 
furtive movement she drew her hand across her eyes. 

A gentle touch on her shoulder made her start. 
"My darling! My precious little Azerolel And you 
had looked for it that this day should have been the 
brightest in all the year for you I Child, child ! in the 
happy past how easy it was for your mother to make 
her little ones' birthdays gladsome, but to-day '* 

There was a quiver in the low voice, and for a 
moment the speaker, Madame Montoux, the pastor's 
gentle wife, had a hard fight to maintain her own 
composure. 

The girl turned swiftly and flung her arms round 
her mother's neck in an almost convulsive clasp, then, 
moved by a quick impulse, she freed herself, and draw- 
ing her slender figure to its full height, said, with a 
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prond effort to be calm, " Mother, I am seventeen years 
old to-day. I am 'little Azerole' no longer, but a 
woman grown. I have been telling myself that now 
it is time I shonld think of the happiness of others 
rather than of my own. If I were not so selfish I 
should not forget so often as I do that it will be even 
harder for my father and for you to leave the presbyt^re 
and our own dear valleys. As L^on says, exile is after 
all only exile, not worse ; and in the new home we have 
to make for ourselves in the new country we shall have 
each other, and truly that is everything." 

" Our own dear valleys," she had said. But in truth, 
to the Montoux family the valleys of Piedmont were 
theirs only by adoption. It was but sixteen years since 
Francois Montoux, at the earnest request of the Table 
in Torre Pelice, had quitted his native Dauphin^, to 
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look of motherly pride change to one of distress, even 
terror, on the face that watched her where she stood 
with the afternoon sunshine falling like a crown of 
glory upon her drooping head. 

A critic would not have pronounced Azerole Montoux 
beautiful in the strict sense of the word. But she pos- 
sessed that indescribable charm which is, after all, more 
attractive than the mere regularity of features, to which 
she certainly could not lay claim. Her piquant vivacity 
of manner, which she owed to her French birth and 
breeding, the grace of her figure and movements, the 
depth of expression in her dark eyes — above all, the 
look of intelligence, honesty, and steadfast purpose that 
marked every feature — had gained for her, even as a 
child, the title "Azerole la belle.'' But by the simple 
affectionate peasants of the Yal Martino Azerole was 
loved for something more than her outward attractions. 
" Our mademoiselle is as good as she is beautiful," they 
were wont with fond pride to say. 

The remark was uttered in Azerole's hearing one day 
by an old woman, more grateful than discreet. The 
girl flushed crimson, and shrank as from a blow. " Ah, 
Magna Isabelle!" she cried in much distress, "you 
would not say so if you truly knew me ! You and the 
rest see but the best of me, the outside only. Yraiment, 
if you but knew me for what I am, you would see that 
I am not good within, not good in my heart, though 
I fain would ba" 

That was two years ago, but to-day, her seventeenth 
birthday, Aisserole, although more womanly than girls 
of that age in our own times, would have made the 
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Kame humble, child-like confession, "I am not good 
within." And that look of fear on Madame Montoux's 
face deepened as she watched her child, for with tortur- 
ing apprehension she was asking herself what the future 
might have in store for her passionate, self-willed, 
proud, yet withal generous Azerole. Nay, more — and 
the mother's heart shrank from the thought — would 
not the girl's very wiusomeuess hut intensify the dangers 
that menaced her young life ? 

"A woman grown," she had said. Ay, a woman 
now, and so soon! With a woman's sorrows and a 
woman's dangers waiting for her on this the very thres- 
hold of her womanhood 1 Madame Montoux's fingers 
tightened upon each other in a clasp that was physical 
pain. Oh, if only she — at whatever cost to herself — 
could have snatched her children from the terrors that 




THE PRESBYTf:RE OF PONEFRA $ 

• 

simple headstone on which she could read the inscrip* 
tion, "Lucien, beloved son of Henri and Oabrielle 
Montoux, aged twelve years. God took him, March 
20th, 1685." 

Azerole drew a long breath. "Mother, mother/' she 
sighed, as she pointed to the little churchyard, ''how 
hard it is to go without him ! " 

" Thank God ! " The words burst involuntarily from 
Madame Montoux. "Thank God for one, at least, of 
my lambs safely sheltered in the fold above ! " 

Startled, the girl moved nearer to her mother, who 
put her arm roimd her child and drew her closer still. 
" What have you heard, mother ? " The question came 
in an awe-struck whisper. " Is there bad news ? Are 
the other valleys in danger ? " 

** Ay, they are in danger, and — and we as they," was 
the low response. 

" We ? Oh no, no, not we ! " cried the girL " Impos- 
sible I The Val Martino has sent in its submission to 
the Duke. Nothing worse than exile can come to us." 

The mother's enfolding arms tightened about the 
slight form she held. " My Azerole, I dare not keep the 
truth firom you any longer. A rumour has reached us, it 
comes through our faithful Jules Bersour, that our sub- 
mission to go into exile has been rejected upon the plea 
that it arrived too late. It is believed that our enemies 
willed that it should be so." Azerole did not speak, but 
she shivered as with sudden cold. " Ch^rie, the clouds 
are gathering black above our heads. But we must not 
lose our faith in our heavenly Father. If the clouds 
are dark, He is behind them, and He is light." 
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"Mother, yoa — ^you said there was danger. What 
ifl it ? " 

Madame Montouz drew a quick breath. "The vorsL 
Jules Bcrsour hears that several regiments of dri^oons, 
both French and Piedmontese, are to be ordered to 
attack the valleys, the Val Martino with the rest." 

" When ? " Azerole's lips iramed the word, but no 
BouDd came. 

" We do not know yet, but it — it may be — soon " 

At the word Azerole broke from her. " Soon ! " she 
repeated wildly. " Soon ! and we do nothing, nothing!" 

In a frenzy of excitement she was rushing away with 
the terrified instinct which, in moments of danger, 
would seek for help somewhere, anywhere, but she was 
held back by her mother's detaining hand. " Courage, 
Axcrole. Bo Ciilni. my child, elso you will unfit 
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With a quick start of recollection came the hurried 
answer, " Yes, child. Find L4on. He went off this 
morning at daybreak. Jeanne says he meant to be 
back to breakfast, but he has not come yet. The 
danger, it is true, is not so imminent that I should be 
anxious on his account" (Alas ! poor mother!) "and yet — 
I know not wherefore — I wish that he were here. Jules 
Bersour might know where he is gone. But Jules, you 
know, has to be very guarded just now. He is distrusted 
by our people because he is a stranger and a Papist, 
and he is suspected by the Piedmontese of being too 
friendly to us. I dare not send a message to him 
by any one but you. Hasten to Jules. He will find 
L6on for us." 

There was no need to urge Azerole to hasten. This 
new anxiety lent wings to her feet, and called to the 
front all her womanly instincts and energy. As she 
caught up her bonnet there came the sound of tripping 
feet nmning up the garden path, and the next minute 
a rosy-cheeked sprite of five years old boimded through 
the low French window. 

" Ah, here you are, Azerole la belle ! I may call you 
that to-day since it is your birthday, may I not ? Are 
you going down to the village? Then you will take 
me with you ? You know," coaxingly added the tiny 
maiden as she read hesitation on her sister's strangely 
grave face, "you know good, kind Jules is making a 
cradle for my dolly, so of course he will like me to come 
and see how it is growing." 

"Take her with you," whispered the mother. "It 
will explain your going to Jules' cabane. Besides, 
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Jeanne and I have things to prepare in ease of need, 
and the petite is better away." 

Quick-witted Stella saw she had gained her point, 
aad danced off with a meny laugh. Azerole followed, 
but at the gate she turned. In the doorway of the 
picturesque old presbyt^re stood her mother — a tall, 
graceful ^ure, her sweet refined face still joui^ and 
fair despite the silver threads that mingled with the 
dork hair so smoothly braided under the niatron's 
snowy coif. Azerole sprai^ back, and was once more 
folded in hor mother's arms. " My Azerole I My 
precious one!" And to the girl's terrified dismay 
Madame Montoux broke down in a fit of passionate weep- 
ing. But the caressing touch of her child's hands, the 
eound of her loving voice, recalled the pastor's wife to 
hersell The momentary ai^uish passed, and her voice. 
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But the clasp of the clinging arms about her neck 
tightened. ''Mother mine, there is something I have 
to tell you. I think I was shy of saying it heretofore, 
lest I should say more than I meant But something 
tells me I must speak now. Mother, I was wont to 
believe that I could never, no never, love the good God 
as much as I loved you and my father. But of late, 
since He took our Lucien home,- He has been teaching 
me, ah, so tenderly! to love Him the best. And I 
think, yes, I am sure that it is even so with Ii6on too." 

This time the tears that rained down the mother's 
face were tears of joy. " Ah, how good, how good be- 
yond all our poor words of thanks, is our Grodl" she 
cried brokenly. " My Azerole, you have comforted me 
indeed ! And now, come what may, nothing can take 
this from me, the joy of knowing that my precious ones 
are safe ! " 

And while Azerole hurried to overtake little Stella, 
already far down the mountain-side, one sentence kept 
repeating itself in her ears : *' My Azerole, you have 
comforted me indeed!" 

Almost hidden by a thicket of trees at the bottom 
of the hill stood a half-ruined hut. At the sound of 
Stella's ringing voice calling "Jules! Jules! good 
Monsieur Jules!" there emerged from the doorway, 
under which his tall figure was forced to stoop, a great 
broad-shouldered fellow of six feet three. No need to 
ask the calling of this somewhat grim-looking giant — 
his military bearing, the scar across his cheek, his high 
riding-boots proclaimed him in very truth the soldier. 
By the majority of the Vaudois of Ponefrik Trooper 
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BeiBour was looked at askance. He was a Papist and 
a Frencbman. Worse atill, he had onco served — nay, 
for aught they knew, he might serve again — under the 
Sag of their foes. Indeed, but for the fact that he was 
known and trusted by monsieur the pastor, the peasants 
would have returned Jules' overtures of friendliness 
with a scantnesa of ceremony which would have given 
him to understand that his visit to the Val Martino 
was unwelcome. 

Shading his eyes with his hand from the rays of the 
setting sun that glinted through tho trees, the trooper 
scanned the paths through the wood, a frown of anxiety 
on his rugged features. In truth it was not monsieur 
the pastor's daughters he had expected to see at that 
moment, and it was with a preoccupied air that he 
lectl'ully returned their greeting. With her i 
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a moment to be lost. These devils/' his clenched hand 
fiercely struck the air, "these cursed dragoons are at 
Rioclaret. Next — ^when their work there is done — they 
wiU be at Pone&k. Fly to the presbytftre. Tell 
madame your mother that Jules Bersour says it. Tell 
her to escape at once to the Grotte on the Col Roderet 
Pierre Revel is off to rouse the hamlet. I will away 
to watch for monsieur your father." 

With blanched face the girl staggered against the 
wall of the hut. Jules caught her in his great arms. 
** Mademoiselle ! " he cried, shaking her almost roughly, 
''this is no time for weakness. Tou must needs be 
strong. Think of madame your mother, and Mdlle. 
Stella, and " 

" L^on," she gasped. " We do not know where he is." 

The trooper uttered an exclamation of dismay. " Has 
he not come back? He went this morning to the Alp 
to see after a sick shepherd, one Lantaret, there. I do 
not know the place, but I daresay I could find " 

" I know it ! I know it 1 " she cried, the news of L^on 
bringing a tinge of colour to her cheeks. '* It is some 
way beyond the caves on the other side of the Col 
Roderet. I will find him. Jules, take Stella to my 
mother. See you to them, and to my father " 

Even while she spoke, and without letting herself 
so much as glance at her little sister, she tmrned and 
sped swiftly away, making for the mountains in the 
opposite direction from the presbytere. 

One moment Jules stood motionless ; the next, as a 
sudden thought struck him, he strode after her. 
"Mademoiselle,* he said very low, "for your life, 
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mademoiselle, let neither of you return to Fooe&k 
We shall meet at the caves on the Col," 

She looked at him. " When — when will they 7 " 

He understood. " Curse the fiends ! " he muttered 
through hie set teeth. "They may be here to — " he 
stopped: the sight of the white terrified face be^de 
him drove back the word on his lips — " to-morrow," ho 
muttered, and without looking at her strode back to 
the hut 

And she, like a chamois that is in mortal fear, sprang 
up the hill-path, bounding over rocks and crags with 
a lightness of foot that terror had winged. "To- 
morrow," he had said — "perhaps to-morrow." The 
words rang in her ears. 

But was " to-morrow " the word that echoed in the 
heart of Jules Bersour as he dashed up the hill to the 




CHAPTER II 



CASTEL BRIANZA 



Situated some distance north-west of Saluzzo, in the 
plain of Piedmont, stood Castel Brianza, a medisBval 
structure erected in the days when Italian country 
homes had need to be strongholds. Seen from a 
little distance, the old castle with its massive walls 
and battlements had a grim, almost forbidding aspect. 
But, on entering the great paved court roimd which 
the building formed three sides of a square, one's pre- 
conceived notions of gloominess were at once dispelled. 
The brilliant green of the orange and lemon trees, the 
pleasant splash of the foimtain, the soft cooing of the 
doves, as they flitted overhead or alighted on the flags 
to dip their bills in the crystal water of the basin, the 
glimpses obtained through open doors and windows of 
corridors and rooms furnished comfortably, even luxu- 
riously, for the times, all this united in producing an 
agreeable impression upon the visitor. 

The great gates at the farther end of the court 
opened into an avenue of noble chestnut trees, and 
beyond the avenue lay the public highway leading 
from Lucema on the west to Turin far away to the 
north-east 

On this road, slowly toiling along in the dust and 
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heat of a sultry afternoon in May, about three ireeka 
after the day on vhich our story opened, there walked 
a little party of three. Somewhat in advance of his 
two coiapanioos strode a hugely tall man, whom we 
recognise as our acquaintance Julos Beraour. His face 
wore a look of anxiety ; and, as he marched resolutely 
on, his gaze turned again and again to the towers of 
Costel Brinnza, now near at hand. " It is a risk," he 
muttered to himself, pulling fiercely at his heavy 
moustache. " It is a risk. All will depend upon the 
mood in which we find our proud lladame. Eh tnen ! 
at least I have one weapon which I think I can use 
to good purpose in a tilt with her. For the rest, any 
other plan I can think of has still greater risk." 

For the moment the troopor had almost foi^otten 
the pair la^^ng far behind him. Tlie one, a pale, 
weary, sad-faced girl, is hardly recognisable as " Azorolo 




CASTEL BRIANZA 15 

trust as frankly as did hers, while the strength of pur- 
pose so characteristic of the girl was in the youth 
united with a courageous fearlessness which would 
have done credit to his knightly ancestors. 

The sound of galloping hoofs roused Jules from his 
reverie. "Comment!" he muttered, "whom have we 
here, I wonder ? Ho there, you lazy laggards I Walk 
a little faster if you can, or indeed whether you can or 
not!" he shouted roughly to the pair behind, who 
obediently quickened their paca 

" M. Broussel ! It is then you ! " cried Bersour in a 
tone of unmistakable relief, as the horseman at sight 
of the party drew rein. 

" Ma foi ! if it be not Giant Goliath himself as large 
as life and larger!" laughed the rider, a burly, jovial- 
looking man, belonging apparently to the well-to-do 
landowner class. "But, my good Jules, this is a new 
rdle you are playing," and M. Broussel glanced with 
a puzzled expression towards the two yoimg Yaudois, 
who had come to a halt on observing Bersour to be 
in conversation with the stranger. " Now, in the name 
of all the saints, what brings you here, trooper, in such 
company? Tou have got a prize yonder," this in an 
undertone, as he darted a keen look towards Azerole. 
" I hardly thought, however, that himting barbets was 
in your Une." 

Jules knew the man he had to deal with. " I pre- 
ferred to pick them up before the next prize- hunter 
came along," he returned significantly. 

The farmer struck his heels into the sides of his 
horse with an energy that made the fiery animal rear. 
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" You koow, Jules Bersour, that this fiendish hftnying 
of the heretics is not to my miod, but you know m 
well as I that in this matter the Church commands 
that we shall have no mind but hers. Ma foi I man, 
what brii^ you here with these Vaudois 1 " 

Bereour pointed to the towers of Castel Brianza 
showing through the trees. "I am going to ask 
Madame to shelter the demoiselle," he said shortly. 

M. Broussel stared. " Trooper Jules, I never before 
took you for a fool; but if this be not the most fool- 
liftfdy enterprise of yours, my name is not Hyppolyto 
Broussel of Malanot" 

Bersour shrugged bis shoulders. "We shall see^" 
was his laconic reply. 

The other looked at him curiously. "What oa 
earth is your interest in the poor devils ? " 




CASTEL BRIANZA 17 

widened in a smile of utter incredulity. ** You are an 
honest-hearted fellow, Jules Bersour, but a madman. 
Certes, you do not know Madame of Brianza, that 
is clear." A peculiar look passed over the other's 
features which the farmer did not observe. " Eh bien 1 
may the saints — if it be not beyond them — ^prosper 
you. But, if indeed your fool's errand should succeed, 
and Hyppolyte Broussel find himself the fool" — again 
he laughed boisterously — " then I promise you he will 
pay the penalty by taking the lad to Malanot to be 
near his sister at Brianza. Ha, ha ! Adieu, my crazy 
friend. No, by my faith, it shall be au revoi/r. I 
shall presently make my way roimd by Castel Brianza 
in time to witness the overthrow of Goliath's rash 
boast." 

Jules looked after him. '' At least, M. Broussel, you 
shall not find the giant prostrate on his face before 
the lady of Brianza," he muttered, then turning on 
his heel strode up to his charge. "M. Leon, made- 
moiselle your sister is tired. In yonder shady thicket 
she could rest for a little." 

The two turned aside to the sheltered nook he had 
pointed out ; but Bersour, going a little way oflF, seated 
himself moodily on a bank where he had a good view 
up and down the highroad. For a few minutes the 
brother and sister sat in silence, Azerole wearily rest- 
ing her head against Leon, whose strong young arm 
waa thrown protectingly round her. 

''Leon," she said, breaking the quiet at last, "has 
Jules' manner not struck you strangely these last 
days ? I do not mean his rough way of speaking 

B 
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to us when be thinks himself overheard. That ire 
underEt&od. Bu( I hare fancied that he seemed to 
shun being alone with us of late. The thought has 
come to me that he dreads our asking questions." 
L4on, alvays a silent lad. and less quick than A2erole 
in jumping to conclusions, made no reply. "Where 
is he taking us to now, I vonder ? " the girl vent on, 
her weary, listless tone changing to one of sharp anxiety. 
" Did not you see him point to the castle in yonder 
wood when he was talking to the gentleman on hoise- 
back a minute ago ? Can it bo that wa are going there? 
And for what I Ob, Lton, L^n ! I thought my heart 
was dead, that nothing more could make me afraid or 
sad ; but I was wrong, for now the fear that you and 
I may be parted is more than I can bear." And 
Azerole, who had not shed a tear for days, covered her 
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good and kind, he was so silent, so distrait, as if some 
burden weighed hun down." 

"Nay then, ch^rie, can you wonder?" soothingly 
returned L^on. "Catholic though he be, Jules Ber- 
sour's big heart cried out daily, hourly, m bitter in- 
dignation against the horrors of these dark days of 
massacre and terror. Little marvel if they have 
preyed upon his kindly souL" 

Dissatisfied, Azerole shook her head At that 
moment, however, Bersour, calling that it was time 
to go on, rose to his feet once more to lead the way ; 
but Azerole, with a touch of her old imperiousncss, 
signed to him to wait 

"Jules, there is something we wish to ask you, Leon 
and I." Avoiding her glance the trooper reluctantly 
obeyed her behest. " Jules, are you taking us to yonder 
house we see in the chestnut woods ? " 

His brow cleared. This was not the question he 
had dreaded most to hear. "Mademoiselle, I know 
the-^I mean I know somewhat of the mistress of Castel 
Brianza. If she would take you in you would have 
a comfortable home, and I, perchance, could come from 
time to time to see how it fared with you." 

"AndL^on?" 

Only too well Bersour understood the quick-caught 
breath that broke off the short question, and the very 
effort he made to conceal his secret distress caused his 
voice to sound curt "One at a time, mademoiselle. 
The saints prosper us on our errand so far as you are 
concerned. Further than that the saints themselves 
may know, but, certes, I do not" 
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Azerole's head, vhich bad been bent eagerly forrard, 
sank again on L^n's shoulder. The lad, usuaUy slowest 
to speak vben most deeply stirred, broke in now with a 
thought that moved him so profoundly that for the 
time being tt drove all else into the background. " Ber- 
sour, when you speak as you did just now of the saints, 
you force us to remember that you are not one of us, 
Vaudois, Other times I could forget it. But Azerole 
and I in our hearts believe that you are no true 
Catholic. Ah, Jules I why call yourself one thing and 
live another?" 

The giant moved uneasily. Looking cautiously about 
him, ha replied in a lowered voice : " M. L^n, mayhap 
I can help you and mademoiselle best as I am. For 
the rest" — there was an ominous flash in his fierce 
eyes — " for the rest, these demons that call themselves 
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way out of the difficulty. " Mademoiselle, perchance I 
was not altogether straightforward when I told you and 
Monsieur L^n that, along with a little band who had 
escaped and fled over the mountains to Switzerland, 
were monsieur the pastor, madame, and the petite. 
You were ill and weak, mademoiselle, and for your sake 
I let my hope hurry on my tongue too fast, voilJi tout. 
But when I tell you all, vraiment, I know that you too 
will have hope. It is true that on that night at Pone- 
fr&, with the petite in my left arm, I with my right 
hewed a way through those fiends for monsieur the 
pastor and madame. I saw them, as I believed, making 
for the path through the wood leading to the Col 
When — ^when all was over and I had climbed to the 
alp, and had assured myself that you, mademoiselle, 
and Monsieur L4on were safe in the cave, I returned 
to the village. Monsieur L6on, you know it, for I told 

you that they were not among — among " He 

stopped, for the girl's pale face had grown a shade 
paler, and she shivered. 

L^on pressed her closer. " Yes, yes," ho said huskily, 
"it is certain that they were not among those — those 
left bekind at Ponefirk" He spoke reassuringly, but his 
colour, too, had changed* 

"I have made strict search in all the jails," went on 
Bersour. " I have learnt the names of all the Vaudois 
prisoners, and the name of monsieur your father is not 
among them. Eh bien I am I not justified in saying 
that, without doubt, they are among those who have 
escaped ? " He paused, glancing significantly at L^on. 
The lad understood, and at once responded in the 
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oheerj tone of one who is himself more than half oon- 
vinced. 

" Courage, ch^rie ! I think Jules must be right. Long 
ere now our dear ones must have safety arrived with 
the rest in Switzerland." 

It was with a sense of relief that honest-hearted Jules 
saw the girl's face had caught something of the glow of 
hope that shone on her brother's. "Now, by my faith," 
he muttered, as he strode once more along the highroad, 
" is it not a miracle that they have never so much as 
taken thought that monsieur their father is no Yaudois, 
and that the galleys at Marseilles are more like to be his 
fate ! There will be Jules Bersour's next quest, if only 
these poor souls were safely housed." Involuntarily he 
quickened his steps, in obedience to his instructions the 
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this stiflingly hot day a paradise of perfumed coolness. 
At either end a huge fireplace, piled up with logs of 
wood, told of ample provision for winter comfort. 

At this moment the only occupant of the hall was a 
child, a fair pretty boy about six years old, who lay on 
an invalid couch at the farther comer. "The little 
hunchback, without doubt," muttered the trooper to 
himself, at the same time taking off his military cap ; 
and signing to his companions to remain upon the 
threshold, he stepped towards the child's couch. 

Opening his blue eyes, which had been half closed, 
the boy, startled at the sight of the stranger giant, cried 
out in a weak, querulous voice, "What a high man 
you are ! and how heavy ! Your big boots are causing 
the floor to earthquake. Go away ! " 

Bersour smiled, and on the instant the sternness in 
his set face melted away. Bowing, he said in the coax- 
ing fashion he had with children, " Signorino, I am 
sorry to have frightened you, and I will carry my big 
stupid feet away so soon as I have seen Madame your — 
I mean Madame de Rohan. Is she within, Signorino ? " 

"My name is not Signorino. I am Monsieur 
Christophe de Beauregard. And perhaps you need not 
go away immediately. When you stand still the floor 
stands too." Then, raising his little voice, he called 
sharply, " Madame H^loise ! " 

Instantly a door on the opposite side of the hall 
opened, and there entered the mistress of the chateau, 
a tall, queenly-looking woman dressed in black. She 
was still in the prime of life, but already her hair was 
silvered, and the head-dress of soft lace she wore made 
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her seem older than her forty yeara. Her pale, clearly* 
cut features reminded one of the perfect chiBelling ol 
a Greek statue, but there the resemblance ceased, for 
certainly the fire that burned in the brilliant, deep-set 
eyes, with their strange look of unrest, had nothing to 
do with dead marble. By her acquaintances in the 
neif^hbourhood, sometimes even by those who called 
themselves her friends, Madame de Rohan of Castel 
Brianza was known as a haughty aristocrat, cold and 
proud to the last degree, and unpardonably reserved. 
And, while it was no less true that &om her servants 
and dependants she won both respect and devotion, 
it must be confessed that in many cases afifection was 
tempered with a reverence that bordered on fear. 

On entering the hall, shadowed by the curtain which 
Jules bad drawn partially back, Madame did not at 
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Before a word had been spoken in the hall there came 
the sound of a horse's hoofs cantering up the avenue ; 
the loud voice of M. Broussel was heard calling for 
some one to hold his spirited mare ; and the next instant 
the substantial figure of the master of Malanot appeared 
in the halL 

" Grood afternoon, Madame. Blaise told me I should 
find you within. I called to pay my humble respects, 
and to congratulate you upon the fine promise of your 
vineyards since the rain ; but I misdoubt me I am come 
at the wrong time. I see you are engaged upon 
business with this good fellow, whom I used to know 
in days gone by," and he nodded half mischievously 
towards Jules. 

In no way embarrassed, the trooper bowed, but it was 
at Madame de Rohan he looked while he replied to the 
farmer. " Seeing that you are already aware, monsieur, 
of the nature of the little affair which brings me to see 
Madame, your presence is no intrusion so far as I am 
concerned. But, if Madame would condescend to with- 
draw a space while we talk together?" he stopped, 
bowing low as before. 

She understood, and silently led the way to the room 
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she bad just left, a pretty boudoir fundsbed in the 
French rather tban in the ItaUan fashion. There were 
good pictures on the walls, articles of beauty and vertu 
scattered about in lavish profusion, the whole quite in- 
keeping with the pleasant litter of books, work, and 
writing materials peculiar to a lady's private sanctum. 

Left alone, the boy Christophe turned his attention 
to the two young strangers who were waiting just 
beyond the curtain of the entrance-hall ? Who were 
they ? Was the giant their father ? What were they 
talking about so earnestly while they stood there hand 
in band? Presently the murmur of voices from the 
room beyond made him turn his head. The trooper, 
his tall form stiffly erect by the door, which he had 
inadvertently left ajar, was speaking. Madame H^loise, 
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''Mademoiselle Azerole Montoux and Monsieur her 
brother are no Vaudois. Their parents are French 
Huguenots from Dauphin^. Their grandfather on the 
mother's side was the old Baron Sigismond de Mont^- 
limart." 

A tremor passed over the ^till figure by the window. 
Grasping with both hands the arms of her chair she 
tried to rise, then sank helplessly back, her features 
rigid, and in her eyes again that same look — there was 
no mistaking it now — of fear. 

But the trooper, appearing to notice nothing unusual, 
went on with slow deliberateness : '' Madame has already 
an adopted son, n'est-ce-pas ? therefore, methinks, an 
adopted daughter might perchance not come so far 



amiss." 



There was no response from Madame H^loise. Hardly 
crediting his ears on hearing what he called the fellow's 
impudent familiarity, M. Broussel was for the moment 
so blinded with indignation that he did not notice 
Madame de Rohan had fallen back in her chair over- 
come by a sudden faintness. Seizing his riding-whip 
the farmer turned threateningly upon Jules. At the risk 
of his own life Hyppolyte of MsJanot would fight this 
giant. His insolence to their lady of Brianza was in- 
sufferable. But with a quick gesture Bersour motioned 
him aside, and striding to the buffet, on which there 
stood a bottle of wine, he poured some into a tumbler. 
" It is the heat that has upset Madame," he said shortly, 
while he held the glass to her lips, his huge figure 
interposing between her and her champion's half- 
wrathful, half-curious eyes. 
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"Yos, yes, it is the heat, only the heat," she mar- 
mured, after swallowing a mouthfiil or two of the wine. 
But it was not the claret that had brought the colour 
back to her cheeks and loosened the conTulsiTe tight- 
ening of hor lingers on the chair. A look had passed be- 
tween her and this stranger soldier, and that swift glance 
had told H^loise of Brianza she had nothing to fear. 

It was at this point that Christophe, greatly wonder- 
ing at the strai^e movements of the trio in the boudoir, 
half-raised himself the better to see what was going on. 
One of his cushions slipped down to the floor, and, in 
trying to reach it, the child almost OTOrbalanced him- 
self. His startled little cry was not heard by the two 
men in the inner room, but Madame with an eflbrt 
rose and crossed the apartment as fast as her trembling 
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rush of tear& *' Lucien is at home with (jod to-day/' 
she answered very low. 

For a moment or two the little fellow remained silent. 
Then, slipping a thin, hot hand into hers, he said in a 
voice curiously unlike the peevish discontent of his 
usual tone, " I am only poor lame Christophe, only that, 
but would I do instead of little Lucien ? " 

There was no resisting the wistful pleading of his 
tona Bending down she kissed his forehead. " Ch^ri," 
she whispered softly, and on the instant two clinging 
arms were round her neck. When she raised her head 
Madame de Bohan was standing beside her. Their eyes 
met, and the girl, struck by something she could not 
have defined, involuntarily recoiled a step. For half a 
minute, fascinated by Madame's gaze, and curiously 
uncertain whether it attracted or repelled her, she stood 
motionless, then without word or sign sprang back to 
Leon's side. 

^* Conmoient, ch^rie ! what is it ? " he asked. 

" I do not know," she whispered, shrinking nearer to 
him, " it is her eyes ; they frighten me." 

But the look which had had such a strangely dis- 
turbing effect on the young Yaudoise had gone when 
Madame de Rohan turned to speak to Jules Bersour. 
" I will take the girl. She may prove useful with — with 
Monsieur Christophe de Beauregard. The boy grows 
more troublesome and immanagoable every day. The 
servants can do nothing with him. Every one said it 
was high time he were learning something, so I sent for 
Brother Thomas from the monastery. But in a week 
he had to give it up. He could not teach him a single 
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letter. You say the girl has had a good education. 
Eh bien, she can try what she can do." 

Jules Bersour'fl big heart gave a nughty throb of 
thankfulness, but he kept his feelings well under con- 
trol. He had listened in respectful ailenoe to Madame's 
short hurried sentences, and now he merely said, "I 
know MdUe. Montouz, and I belieTO, Madame, that you 
will have no reason ever to repent of your kindness." 
Then with the cool alertness of a business man he 
turned to M. Broussel. " And now, monsieur, I claim 
your promise. You will remember it ? " 

Tho fanner's jaw dropped. "Goliath, you tremen- 
dous fallow ! " he burst forth. " But this is going too 
far. There is my wife now — a devote of Holy Mother 
Church — I know not what size of a passion she would 
be in were I to bring a heretic, caught red-handed one 
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their shoulders are not so empty, I can tell you, as most 
of ours that are older." 

And now it was the master of Malanot's turn to 
astonish his hearers. "Look here, Goliath. I am in 
sore need of just such a capable fellow to manage my 
affairs and keep me from being unreasonably fleeced in 
my old age. I am no hand at figures, but it has at 
times struck me that subtraction seems to outruir 
addition in my coffers. That lazy lout Michel is no 
more use than a walking-stick — less, in fact, for I covZd 
use one to good purpose were I to lay it about his ears. 
Half his time he spends at the taverns, ^^he other half 
in bed, and if there be the least little bit of knowledge 
in his foolish head it is the knowing how to keep that 
little to himself But there — what am I sajdng? 
Michel is my poor Justine's beloved nephew. She says 
he has goodness, albeit invisible to the naked eye, that 
he has a soft heart (it is her own she feels, not his, the 
stone I), that he is delicate, and so on, and she would fly 
in a towering passion, I tell you, at the very idea of my 
ousting Michel and giving his place to a Vaudois 
heretic. And yet — " the speaker broke off and turned 
a longing glance towards the open-faced, intelligent- 
looking lad standing at the entrance hall, ''she knows 
the place will go to rack and ruin, and they tell me, 
and I verily believe it, that these heretics neither cheat 
nor lie, that they are worth their wages ten times over, 
that they never drink nor play, that — but there, what am 
I drivelling on about ? Did I not tell you, Jules Ber- 
sour, that madame my wife would be in a passion ?" 

''Cela va sans dire," imperturbably rejoined the 
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trooper, " Every one knoiTB the hard heart of Madame 
Justine, more eBpecially towards the orphans and the 
destitute ; and, as I have said, ve all pity the miserable 
life her hushand leads through her ferocious temper. 
Cela va sans dire." 

" Ma foi 1 hut for length and breadth of impudence 
truly thou art a giant, Jules Bersour!" 

There was encouragement in the farmer's hearty 
laugh, and Jules, without leave asked or given, beckoned 
his charge to approach. 

Instinctively conscious that they were under dis- 
cuBsIon, the young Vaudois came forward with not a 
little inward perturbation. Outwardly, however, they 
were perfectly self-possessed. Their manners showed 
an ease and a refinement hardly to be looked for in the 
children of a simple Waldensian pastor; and when 
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" It so happens,'' continued the farmer, " that I am m 
need of a — a — of some one to help me to look after my 
CEirm accoxmts and the like. Bersour here declares you 
are a good scholar, and " 

Again L^on interrupted. With kindling eyes he 
took a step nearer M. BrousseL " Try me, monsieur/' 
he pleaded, " only try me. I will do my best to serve 
you, indeed I will." 

As M. Broussel looked into the open face of the lad 
and read uprightness in every line, his prejudices one by 
one melted away. Involuntarily he put out his hand 
in token of goodwill ; then a thought struck him and 
he drew it bacL " Aliens, aliens, we go too fast. See 
here, my fine fellow. If I take upon myself the odium 
and the risk of receiving into my house a heretic barbet, 
I must have some guarantee that I shall not some fine 
day find myself fooled for my pains. I will give you, 
lAon Montoux, a post at Malanot as clerk, secretary, 
or what you please to call it. And in a year's time 
you shall receive, if so be that you prove worthy, a 
small salary upon condition that you bind yourself 
down for an apprenticeship of five years. In the 
event of your breaking the said apprenticeship I shall 
demand as forfeit payment of two hundred golden 
crowns from you, and failing you, from your surety, 
Jules Bersour." 

Five years! — Leon stood stunned. At eighteen, a 

five years' sentence of exile and servitude seems a 

lifetime. Azerole and he exchanged looks of blank 

dismay. Right well each knew the other's thought. 

Had they not planned that, so soon as they could obtain 
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now8 of their dear ones, they would without a moment's 
delay hasten to rejoin them ? In silent hut very evident 
distress they drew closer, and three shrewd observers 
read their fiices like an open hook. 

M. Brouasel turned on his heel with a short laugh. 
He did not know it, but there was an unmistakable 
rinj^ of disappointment in the laugh. The trooper, 
troubled by the turn affairs had taken, rubbed the 
cuff of one sleeve upon the other, and pondered the 
situation with frowning brows. Apparently, the sub- 
ject had but little interest for Madame de Rohan. She 
lay back in her easy-chair in an attitude of apathetic 
indilForence, and only i^ keen observer would have 
noticed the covert watchfulness of her eyes, those eyes 
I hat burned now with a feverish brilliancy. 

Il Wiis Ikt voii.-u that broko the silcTico. "Men 
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have got none but you^ and ah I you promised, 
brother mine, you promised to be your little Azerole's 
protector ! " 

Promised? Ay, and as her protector had he not 
pledged himself to take her back to their parents 
with God's help? "With God's help" — the words 
seemed to calm the wild tumult of his souL Crush- 
ing down the fierce rebellion that had risen up 
within him threatening to warp his judgment, he 
rapidly considered the situation. If this hindrance 
to their plans was of Qod'a sending, then the seem- 
ing hindrance must needs be but God's way of helping 
them. But — ^L6on winced — five long years, with the 
mocking alternative of two hundred golden crowns I 
The boy drew a deep breath. And yet — full well he 
knew it, for Jules and he had tsJked the matter 
over — without money, without physical strength on 
Azerole's part, without other escort than Bersour's to 
protect them from the barbet-hunters, the long and 
perilous journey to Switzerland was, in the mean- 
time, out of the question. A moment or two longer 
L^n stood in deep thought Outside in the court 
M. Broussel's mare was growing restive. The farmer 
had taken up his whip and hat, and was preparing 
to take his leave of Madame. 

" Leon," whispered Azerole, " we asked God to guide 
us. Is this His hand, though we cannot see it in 
the dark 7 " 

Slowly the yoimg Yaudois raised his bowed head, 
and throwing his arm round his sister, who was trem« 
bling partly from nervous excitement, partly from 
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physical weakness, he turned to the vaitii^ groap. 
" Madame and Monfiieur," he said respeotfully, " in 
your homes would my sister and I be commanded 
to change our faith 7" 

Hadame de Rohan started. "In Castel Brianza — " 
she said with sudden fierceness, "in Castel Brianza — 
never!" then broke off, and in her voice there was 
the soimd of a sob. 

" ' Commanded to change your &ith.' Ma foi, young 
man, but what kind of a fool do you take me for? 
Does not all the plain of Piedmont know that it 
would be a vast deal easier to make a crocodile 
change his skin than to compel a heretic Vaudois 
to change his faith? The saints be thanked that at 
Malanot we have not yet set up the Holy Inquisition. 
Until then, I tell you that at Malanot a crocodile 
may live a crocodile provided he ke^a his irKnUk 
akut" 

" Then, monsieur, if so be that you are kind enoi^h 
to have me, I pledge myself not to leave your service 
under five years, save with your permission, or upon 
the payment of two hundred crowns." 

The farmer looked at the speaker for a moment in 
silence. Hyppolyte Bronssel was credited with being 
a dull-witted man in certtun branches of leamii^, 
but in the present instance he showed himself remark- 
ably shrewd in the knowledge of human nature. With 
a nod and a satisfied smile on his kind face he wheeled 
round upon Jules, who stood in the background fiercely 
twirling his moustache and scowling from under his 
shaggy eyebrows. " And you, men ami ? " 
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The trooper hesitated, tugging still more savagely 
at his long-sufferiDg moustache. A hand was laid 
upon his arm. "Jules, I give my word. Tou can 
trust my father's son, can you not ? " 

The two looked one another in the face, then Bersour 
turned to the master of Balanot. " M. Broussel, it is 
a bargain* I will stand surety for the two hundred 



crowns. 
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tHB TBTffI nr TfiB VOtLtSt 

In the shadowy gbdes of the forest there ms • great 
silence. True, there vaa to he heard the iae'py 
twitter of the birds, the law hum of inseot-life, the 
quiet dropping of a vithered leaf upon the mossy 
ground, but these subdued sounds seemed bat to 
intensify rather than to break the stillneBS. Upon 
all around it irould appear there had fallen the hush 
of the Sabbath afternoon. Even the distant murmor 
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" L^on, L^on ! '* she cried, holding out both her 
hands. "I feared somethmg had hindered you, and 
that you were not coming to the tryst to-day." 

'' If Michel Boussier had his way, vrainient, some- 
thing should always hinder. His ingenuity in that 
line is little short of genius." 

Apparently Azorole had not heard. She did not 
ask what the delay had been, stranger still, she 
failed to notice the shadow on her brother's brow. 
Wearily she sat down again, and, drawing him down 
beside her, let her head fall on his shoulder with 
a long sigh, half of contentment half of pain. 

For a few minutes there was silence. L^on roused 
himself at length. "Ch^rie, are things no better at 
Castel Brianza ? " 

"Worse, I think," returned the girl; in her tone 
a bitterness which had crept into it of late. " I begin 
to think Madame must needs have grown to hate 
me; at least there are times, to-day for instance, 
when she acts as if she did. I could bear it better, 
I think, were she but angry ; anger would blow over 
and the fire would clear the air. But her tone of 
cold displeasure chills me through and through. 
During all these long months I have done my best 
to please her, but in vain. And now," this was said 
defiantly, " and now I mean to try no longer." 

"But surely, sister mine, there is still the one 
bright bit, the little Monsieur Christophe?" 

The girl's hard face softened instantly, and for the 
moment she looked like the old Azerole. "Yes, 
there is the petit He loves me and I love him. 
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Wore it not for him I think that I should die. But," 
her face darkened t^un, " but even Christophe biinga 
trouble. Madame is so unwise with him, the one 
moment over-iDdulgeut, the next cold, tdmost harsh, 
especially when others are by. This changeableneBa, 
without doubt, must alienate the boy from her; mor&- 
over, it makes him fractious and difficult to mans^. 
1 camiot help thinking that, if Christophe de Eeaur^ 
gard had been Madame's own instead of her adopted 
child, love would have made the poor little fellow 
a joy rather than a care. As it is, she makes no 
secret that he is a burden she would gladly be 
rid of. Jacqueline, Madame's maid, has told me 
that Monsieur Christophe'a father — his mother is 
dead — is a French lord, some great man to whom 
Madame's husband was once under some obliga- 
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where Christophe and I are happy together, oh, 
L6on, her look frightens me!" 

"Strange," murmured L^on, "for she must be glad 
that you take him off her hands." 

"Without doubt she is. He gets on so fast with 
his lessons, and is always good with me. The servants 
say that both in health and in spirits he is a different 
child since the coming of Mademoiselle. Yet never 
a word of thanks does Madame give me, only cold- 
ness and silence. I believe in her secret heart she 
hates me, and — and well, I suppose I am a coward, 
for I confess she makes me afraid of her." 
. Silently the lad put his arm round his sister and 
drew her close. 

" And yet, L^n," the girl lifted her face and spoke 
passionately, "and yet the strange thing is that I 
covid love her, yes, I could love Madame, if she 
would but let me. There is that about her which 
draws me to her in a way I cannot understand. 
I feel it even at the very times when she is most 
cold and distant. Ah me! how could I ever dream 
that she would permit me to love her? I am but 
a poor heretic barbette 1 The only thing left for me 
is to leam to hate her as she hates me." 

Again a silence fell upon the two. L^n's arm 
was still roimd Azerole, she did not see his face, and 
if she had, so absorbed was she in the thought of 
her own wretchedness, she would probably have 
supposed that the cloud that hung so darkly on 
his brow had been brought there only by the story 
of her wrongs. 
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After ft littto ptuue she vent on again, ind Bow 
there waa the sound of teuB in hec voio& "I think 
I could bear it all better if onlj ve had nem. Oh, 
why doee not Jules tetum u he ^misadf Is he 
s&aid to come back and tell ub thAt thoy are — 
they are — " She broke donu nor, and irith a . 
pitiful cry of "Hotharl mother I" aobbad hiJplnmlj, 
her face buried in her bands. 

" Mother— father." The irords awoke thd gnawing 
hunger in the lad's aching tisart, but he turned iw>- 
lutely from hia own pain to soothe Aserole^a. "OhAde^ 
indeed we cannot telL All may be wdll with them. 
Jules must have been prevented returning. Bilt he 
will come yet And things will brighten at Cutd 
Brianza. Courage I sister mine." 

Azerole dried her eyes. She Tery rarely broke down 
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to be a red-hot Papist, trained as he has been under 
a master like Louis XIV. of France." 

" Azerole, has it ever struck you that Madame H^loisc 
herself is not a particularly devoted daughter of Holy 
Mother Church ? " 

She nodded. "In that as in everything else she 
puzzles me. True, she is evel* markedly civil to Prior 
Ugon Rorenco when he comes, and I suspect he 
manages to extract a good deal of money out of her, 
but I feel sure they mutually mistrust each other." 

" Does Madame know that you tell Monsieur Chris- 
tophe Bible stories ? " 

"Oh yes. Even had I thought it right to conceal 
it from her, Christophe would have betrayed it She 
has never interfered. At times even she remains in 
the room on Sundays when wo have our Bible talk. 
I dare say she does not hear a word, for she sits with 
her back turned to us, and all the time she is reading 
a French romance." 

" Is she reading ? " asked L^on meditatively. 

"Oh, I suppose so," Azerole returned indifferently. 
"But qoon this will be all changed; I warrant Monsieur 
de Rohan will teach his mother fast enough to be moro 
strict in her religion. Oh, L^on, I thought my life was 
hard enough already! Why must it become harder 
still? Everything looks dark. Behind us and before 
us all is darkness. Why was it that our father was 
brought from Dauphin^ to the Val Martino? Why 
were the cruel soldiers allowed to come to Ponefr^ 
that dreadful night ? Why did God take our parents 
and little Stella from us ? Why does not Jules come 
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with tidingBl Whj ue we oondemned, 70a «iid X to 
drag out five long miBerable y^an of oar Utw hare in 
exile?" 

"Why, indeed?" echoed Iifon, with * mdden IrittoR^ 
ness that vaa all the fiercer beokiue of Che lestraint ha 
had hitherto put upon hie own fselingB tax hii mitei'i 
sake. "Why, indeed? It is all « riddle. Our vhola 
lives are a riddle. Will thej be w to the end, I 
wonder ? " 

"Our lives a riddle I "—Aiende started. When — 
when — had ahe heard those WOTda before? Slowly 
there rose up befbre her a ^oture. Ah, how vivid it 
was ! The peaoefiil valley, tlw sanlit garden, the qoaiiit 
old presbyttoe, her mother'B &oe; and then there fall 
on her ears the low, sweet vcnoe, so tender, so moved, 
yet ao cahnly tnutful — 'Ifow we see in a riddle^ birt 




THE TRYST IN THE FOREST 45 

faith" — ^what then did it mean, this thing she called 
her fedth ? 

The minutes passed, and Azerole neither spoke nor 
moved. That question which the voice within had 
asked kept soimding in her ears, ^ and pressed for an 
answer. The faith she had once called hers it was — ? 
Half mechanically, as if repeating the formal words of 
a catechism, she murmured slowly — '' I believe in the 
God of the Yaudois. I believe in God the Father, 
whose love is infinite, and can make no mistake. I 
believe in Jesus Christ the Saviour, who is able to save 
to the uttermost from sin and sorrow. I believe in 
the Holy Ghost the Comforter, who is ever with us; 
our guide in times of perplexity, our strength in seasons 
of weakness, our very present help in time of need." 

Yes, that was her faith. That at least it had been 
six months ago. Was it the same now ? During the 
past weeks how had she been witnessing for the faith 
at Castel Brianza ? How had she been proving to L^on 
the steadfastness of her faith ? He had asked her to 
sing a Yaudois psalm that afternoon. She had said she 
could not sing the Lord's songs in a strange land. Was 
this then her (aith ? 

Impatient at her continued silence L^on would have 
spoken; but struck by something in her attitude, he 
checked himsel£ A smile, half bitter, half envious, was 
on his lips. Then she at least had not lost faith in 
prayer. And he? Was he drifting from the old 
anchorage of chil(llike trust into the sea of imbelief 
and unrest? 

But the shadows were lengthening in the forests 
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lAan SBW this and grev uneasy. A nuvmamt on Ut 
part roused Azerola Turning swiftly, ahe flmg htt 
anns round his neck. " hioa, Leon, hov wiflkad I bftve 
been ! Hov fiuthlesB towards Qoi in mj heart md 
life ! How selGah I Too self-abaorbed eren to remiiiD!- 

ber that your life ia harder fax than mine " 

L^on interrupted her. "Nay, littJe sister, be jnt to 
yourself. At Halanot there ia muoh, yny miudi, to b« 
thankAiI for. M, Broosiel, if at times a little imt^, 
ia as a rule kindnesa itaelC And gentle Madame Jm- 
tine, in spite of her (vthodox terror lest tender-heartedT 
ness to a heretic is a sin againit the Churoh, oaanot 
help being motherly, dear little woman. Were it not 
for Michel life would be almost too easy £» mp at 
Malanot. And, all tlqoga oonaideiad, it is bat natnzal 
he should resent a despised barbet being pnt into fcha 
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have been of late so cruelly self-engrossed that I have 
ceased to be of any comfort to you. Brother, is it too 
late for me to make amends ? I think it would break 
my heart if that were so/' 

He saw he must needs yield to her desire, and, truth 
to tell, he was nothing loth, for the secret trouble that 
weighed upon him would be lightened if shared with 
her. ** Ch^e, were it not that I trust you absolutely, 
I should not dare tell out, even to you, what is as 
yet but a mere suspicion in my mind. Listen, then. 
Tou know Michel is a frequenter of the taverns, where 
he is a hard drinker. Some little time ago I found 
out he plays, and that for high stakes, often losing 
heavily. You know too, for I have told you, that with 
regard to business matters M. Broussel is careless and 
ignorant as a child. Soon after coming to Malanot I 
b^an to suspect — now I am sure of it — that the pro- 
ceeds of the market sales do not all remain intact in 
M. Broussel's coffers. I have only too good reason to 
suspect Michel, but as I have nothing definite where- 
with to prove my suspicions, I am helpless. The worst 
is, that Michel, who has the ear of his aunt, will probably 
find it easy enough, if the deficiencies are exposed, to 
have the guilt laid at the door of the heretic stranger. 
There is a look of threatening defiance in his eyes which 
bodes no good to me imless I keep silent. And how 
can I continue to do so and be faithful to my trust ? 
Azerole, why are such things allowed ? After all these 
months of honourable service, that it should end in 
my father's son being branded as a thief!'* The lad's 
face flushed hotly, and the bitter smile again curled 
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his lipa. "Did I not say truly that our Uvea are 
hopeless riddle T' 

A little timidly Ajserole laid her hand upon lui inn. 
Could she expect that he would listen to her irith 
patienoe if she spoke to Imn of the Tandcn &ith and 
hope, the old happy oreed in vhioh she henelf had wa 
sadly failed ctf late} At least she voold try. "Ldon, 
do you remember the sermon oar &ther proached jut 
before— before — the end at Fonefrfc? Hii text ini^ 
'Now ve Bee in a riddle, but thm boe to tioa.' 'Ify 
children,' he said — and I can we now the imila with 
which he said it — 'my ohildren, metbioks the mumTel- 
ling of the riddle oftentimes b^ins for ns down hera 
For a moment God puts into our tremblii^ hands the 
key to life's mystery. But, my brethren, remember 
this — if we would read the riddle of our lives let ns 
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I told myself that for the truth's sake I, Azerole Mon- 
toux, could be faithful unto death. How little I knew 
myself I Already I have been found wanting. Dare I 
say I have been true to our watchword, ' Lux lucet in 
tenebris/ when at the first blast of the storm I allowed 
my light to go out in darkness ? " 

The self-reproach in her voice found an echo in 
Leon's heart. Rising hastily he paced up and down 
the greensward. ''Mayhap it is no excuse/' he said 
at length, ''but it is hard for us to be strong in the 
faith without any of our old religious privileges to 
aid us in the struggle. We have not even a Bible. 
Our Sabbaths are brightened only because, thanks to 
the indulgence of those we serve, we are allowed to 
spend the afternoons together." 

A bright thought came to Azerole. "L6on, why 
should we not hold a little service at our tryst here 
in the forest, you and I alone ? We know great por- 
tions of the Scriptures by heart, and we could sing 
and pray. And in this lonely wood we need fear no 
discovery. Oh, what a help it would be! Why did 
we not think of this ere now?" 

The eager light in her eyes was reflected in L^n's, 
but only for a moment " Ch^rie, you forget that soon 
we shall not be able to hold our tryst in the woods. 
The weather even now is hardly fit for you in the 
open." Azerole was about to reply, but with a shake 
of the head he anticipated her. "I know what you 
would say, but, sister mine, it cannot ba Neither 
at the farm nor at Castol Brianza dare we attempt 
well ^ thing. There are too many prying eyes and 
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Gars about, and wd might bring Madame de Rohan 
and M, Broussel into trouble. As it is I believe no 
notice is taken of us heretics merely because the Bishop 
of Saluzzo is an old man with but a lukewarm zeal 
for persecution, and kind Father Matthieu of Briaoza 
has tlie soft heart of a child, while the Prior of Lucema 
will find it convenient to foi^et our existence only so 
long as we are discreet enough not to attract his atten- 
tion. Methinks he is too worldly-wise to molest ua 
without provocation, seeing that our patrons are among 
the richest as well as the most powerful supporters of 
the Church in all the plain of Piedmont." 

Azcrole, if grave, was not yet without hopa " I feel 
assured that it b according to the will of God that we 
should worship Him when we meet together on Hia 
own day. Perchance it is but part of the riddle that 
ijioment tu be Imrrud. i 
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Justine was so poorly last week, I should like to ask for 
her before returning to the castle/' 

But L^n restrained her. " Nay, ch6rie, we are already 
later than our wont. It wiU be dusk ere you reach 
home. Moreover, Michel is at the farm this afternoon. 
I do not care to risk your meeting him and being 
exposed to his rudeness." 

Azerole laughed a little unsteadily. ** M. Roussier is 
eyer politeness itself to me," she said. ** But, truth to 
tell/' she added under her breath, '' I had as lief have 
rudeness if I had my choice." At the same time, how- 
ever, she retraced her steps, and taking Leon's arm, set 
off at a rapid pace in the opposite direction. 

'' Michel Roussier is polite to you !" repeated L^on in 
a tone of mingled surprise and relie£ '' I am right glad 
of that" 

The girl made no response. What a colour the keen 
November wind had given her, thought her brother, as 
he looked at her with admiring fondness. Simple 



CHAPTER V 

TRBABURE-TBOTE 

Having escorted his sister as far as the avenue leading 
to the castle, L6on hurried back od hia va,y to the farm, 
which he hoped still to reach in time for the early 
evening meal ; and Azerole, realising among the shadowy 
trees how late it was, hurried also. While still a little 
way oET she could see that the great gate of the court 
w:is cloKod, and at the sight she quickened hor j 
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eepted her intention, howeyer, by adroitly planting 
himself in front of her. 

''Pardon me, mademoiselle/' he said, his tone the 
familiar condescension of one who imagines his atten- 
tions confer a favour, ** but perhaps you have not yet 
seen the colouring of the fruit-trees in the orchard; 
they are one blaze of autumn gold. It is but a step, 
and the moon will soon be up, if mademoiselle would 
care to come." 

It was with a sense of relief that Azerole heard the 
step of Blaise, the old castle porter, pacing up and down 
within the court. "Excuse me, monsieur, but I am already 
much too late in returning to my duty." Significantly 
she laid her hand upon the latch of the great iron- 
clamped gate, but again he was beforehand with her. 

"Permit me, mademoiselle," he said, respectfully 
removing her hand, which he attempted, but in vain, to 
retain in his grasp. " It is too heavy for yoiL Allow 
me." But he did not at once unbar the gate. " Does 
mademoiselle always put duty before pleasure?" he 
asked with an insinuating smila 

'^ It is hardly worth while to discuss the subject, M. 
Roussier, for in the present case, as it happens, pleasure 
has nothing to do with the question." 

Her words were courteously spoken, but their mean- 
ing was unmistakable, and she made a second and 
still more determined effort to open the gate. Sullenly 
the young man did the office for her, but, as he lifted 
his hat and watched her pass in, there was an ugly 
scowl on his brows. A moment more and the ponder* 
CUB gate swung back in his face. 



54 



THE KEY TO THE BroDLE 



Old Slaiso, wlio had caught a momentaiy glimpse 
tlirouj:;!! the open doorway of the man's figure skulking 
in the shadow, hobbled up to the young girl, who was 
leaning against a pillar, her heart beating faster than 
her run up the avenue accounted for. " Mademoiselle," 
he remarked with some severity, " it is too late for you 
to bo abroad alone ia these solitary country road& 
Take an old man's advice," 

" I will, Blaise, I wilL In time I shall learn wisdom. 
I for^'et sometimes that I am not in my own valleys, 
whore every one was a friend." 

" Bene, bene, my child. You will learn, for you are 
not over proud." 

Azerolo might have lingered a moment longer talk- 
ing to Blaise, for he and his wife Jacqueline had been 
;uda from the lirst day of hor oomini; Co Costel 




TREASURE-TROVE 55 

cold displeasure, while with silent significance she 
pointed to the French clock that ticked upon the high 
carved mantel-shel£ 

"I am yery sorry, Madame. I ought not to have 
stayed so long. It is good of you to permit me to 
haye the Sabbath afternoons to myself. I shall try 
neyer again to abuse your kindness." 

The apology was humbly made, and the girl's gentle 
voice was changed indeed from the tone of proud defiance 
it had too often worn of late. Madame was surprised, 
it might even be she was touched. But, before she 
could speak, Christophe, worn out by pain and weari- 
ness, and vaguely conscious that Madame Heloise was 
displeased with his mademoiselle, lost control over 
himself and burst into one of the old ungovernable 
fits of childish rage, which had been comparatively 
of rare occurrence since he had been under Azerole's 
care. 

"Go away, Madame Heloise. Go away, I say. I 
love Azerole, and she loves me. And she goes on 
loving me without ever stopping — to-day, to-morrow, 
and the next day, and for always. I do not love you at 
all, madame. Neither does mademoiselle. She told me 
so. Go away ! " 

"To-day, to-morrow, and the next day, and for 
always " — Azerole repeated the words imder her breath 
with dismay. Were they spoken in mere childish in- 
nocence? Or was there a meaning underlying them? 
Little Christophe was strangely precocious at times. 
Olaneixig apprehensively at Madame to see whether 
the words had stung, Azerole was startled by the look 
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on the other's face. It waa not wounded pride, nor 
was it jealousy ; it waa not even anger, it was — yes, it 
was unmistakably pain. Madame's forehead had con- 
tracted ; mechanically she passed her hand across it, as 
if to brush away something that hurt her. 

Turning to her little charge, Azerole said in a tone 
of grave reproach, " I cannot love with a happy heart 
:i boy who could speak as M. Christophe de Beauregard 
has now spoken to Madame." The little fellow burst 
into tears; but Azerole, without noticing his distress, had 
sprung towards Madame de Bohan. " Oh, Madame, he 
<]id not mean what he said. He was so angry, he did 
not know he spoke what was not true. And, indeed, 
indeed it is my fault, not his. Of late I have not been 
lieliaving towards you, Madame, as I ought. I have 
been so proud, so ui^atoful for your kindness. Chris- 
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who was whimpering drearily to himself with a bur- 
dened sense of having been the cause in some way 
of all this trouble, which he did not imderstand. 
"Ch^ri, it hurts the good God, you know, when we 
do wrong. Be a brave boy, and tell Madame you are 
sorry for having spoken so unkindly to her. Tell her 
you love her, and are sorry." 

Christophe hurriedly mopped up his tears, and 
clutching hold of his governess's hand, called out in 
a nervously high-pitched key, " Madame, Christophe is 
sorry. He will give you a kiss." 

For a moment the boy's guardian bent over his 
couch, with a trembling hand smoothed back the 
golden curls from his heated brow, touched her lips 
to his, then swiftly left the halL 

Late that night Azerole, who had caught a slight chill 
in the wood, was awakened by a violent attack of tooth- 
ache, dotting up softly so as not to disturb her charge, 
who slept in a cot beside her bed, she partly dressed, 
and wrapping roimd her a warm dressing-gown Madame 
had given her to have at hand when the sick child had 
restless nights, crept noiselessly from the room. In a 
cupboard in Madame's boudoir there was a medicine- 
chest In it she knew she would find something to 
allay the. pain of her tooth. She safely descended the 
stairs, made her way through the intricacies of the 
long stone corridors, and had her hand on the latch 
of the boudoir-door, when she was arrested by the 
soimd from within of weeping—- deep, heart-breaking 
sobs — a woman's sobs. Azerole's first impulse was to 
steal back to her own room again, but something, she 
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knew not vliat, withheld her; uid, aliiuMt bofeta aha 
knew what she was ftbout, she had noiselflariy ontaied 
the boudoir, olomng th« door behind her. 

At the table there Nt a bowed figure her haid 
buried in her hands, her whole frame riuken by ocni:* 
vulsive sobs. Her arms were inmiTiy apon an opao 
desk, on which there lay a padket of lettfln tied irith 
a. piece of broad blaok ribbon. 

" Madame, dear Madame I" Aaerole's aoft hamdaware 
laid agunst the other's thioUnng templet. *f«^Mnft 
did not Blartk nor did she move &om her poatkn. 
Had she heard ? Aaerole waited, and, standing thar^ 
a great wave of pitj swept orer her heart. This, thon^ 
was the real Htioise de Rohan : the other, tha one Am 
had hitherto known, was but a woman in armour. 
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A quarter of an hour passed, and Madame with a 
little start looked up. At sight of Azerole she gazed 
bewildered, but, too languid to speak, she closed her 
eyes again with a sigh of contentment, lulled to restful- 
ness by the soothing touch of the gentle fingers about 
her head. It might have been half-an-hour later when 
she spoka 

* My head is better, thank you, mademoiselle. How 
did you happen to be here ? " Azerole explained what 
had brought her to the boudoir. " Poor child, did you 
get the tinctiu^ ? It was in my chest." 

Azerole shook her head as she wrung out another of 
her cloths. " I think my Uttle touch of toothache went 
away at sight of — " she stopped abruptly, hardly know- 
ing how to finish her sentence. 

The patient moved restlessly. "Ah, yes, I was — 
I was — yes, I had sat too long thinking, and — 
thoughts make trouble ofttimes. It was foolish of 
me to risk it/' she concluded hurriedly and somewhat 
incoherently. 

"I think," ventured the girl softly, "I think it is 
natural, not foolish, for Madame to be sad." 

"Why, why do you say so, girl?" There was a 
sudden sharpness in Madame de Rohan's tone. 

Azerole's touch fell gently on the folds of the 
widow's black dress. ''It is enough, Madame," she 
whispered. 

Madame de Rohan's hands clenched. "Enough? 
Tes, it is enough ! But is it all ? " and with that she 
tamed her face to the wall. And there she lay with- 
out sound or motion, apparently forgetful of Azerole's 
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lirosonce, unconscious, it would Beem, even of the pain 
I hat again throbbed in her temples, 

"If she could but sleep!" said Azerole to herself; 
then, as an inspiration came to her, she began to tang, 
1,'raduallj softening her clear, rich notes until they were 
but a mere whisper of music. The figure on the couch 
never stirred ; but when at last Azerole, in hopes that 
Khe had attained her object, stopped to listen to the 
breathing, Madame said quietly, " My child, it la of no 
use. Your voice is too like the angels for me to sleep 
through it. You would have me to stop thinking and 
go to sleep, is that it ? Certes, it were more fitting that 
you should go back to bed yourself, foolish giiL But, 
if you must needs have your way, then fetch hither a 
book and read to me." 

Ciiniinuuiciitiug with Marlame's boudoir was the 
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girl was attracted by the sight of a book boiind in 
leather whioh had been thrust to the very back of the 
8hel£ Her heart beat fast. One glance, and she had 
known as by intuition what the book would prove to 
be before she drew it cautiously from its hiding-place. 
"Already the good Ood has b^un to answer our 
prayer,** she murmured, reverently bending her head 
over the volume, which was what she had guessed it to 
be— a French Bible. 

With hands that trembled she carried her treasure 
into the boudoir. '' Madame, Madame, oh, what a prize 
I have found!" she whispered, her voice eager yet 
cautious. ''It is a copy of God's own precious word. 
Let me read a portion of the blessed Scriptures to 
you. They will comfort you as naught else could do.'' 
Without waiting for permission she laid the Bible on 
a chair, and, kneeling on the floor, turned over the 
leaves with reverent and loving fingers, on her face the 
hungry look of longing which told how sadly the book 
had been missed during the past months. 

" Let not your heart be troubled ; ye believe in God, 
believe also in Me." Li low sweet tones the words fell 
from the reader's lips. H^loise de Rohan listened like 
one in a dream. But at last her half-stunned faculties 
awoke. With a little cry she started up. 

" Girl, where did you find that — that book ? " she whis- 
pered hoarsely, pointing fearfully to the Bible on the chair. 

Azerole looked up. What did it matter where ? she 
vaguely wondered. It was found, and they could read 
it. "Listen, Madame, to the rest. Oh, how beautiful 
it is, how beautiful I" 
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1 lior excitement slio siiook the arm abe 1: 

For a moment Anurolo felt startled; tb 
louglit darting into her mind, she for 
Do you really mean, Madame, that I : 
here I please}" 

" Yes, yea, did not I say aot" Instinctr 
>vered the book with the folds of her dr 

adome then motioned her away, "Lea' 
lild," sho said, her tone peremptory. "J 
lall go to bed now." 

Grasping her precious burden with 
2erolo obediently moved a step or two t 
:>or, then hesitated, and tinolly turned ba 
ression wistful 

Madame de Kohan saw and read the lool 

aat would you have 1 I am a cold, ha 

y heart ia frozen — dead. I have no lo' 

■ne," 

"Then, Madamn let Tn« love yotk Tb 
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it, no, not even to myself, my heart went out to 
you, Azerole Montoux, from the first moment I saw 
yoiL Yet all the while some fiend makes me try to 
hate yoiL Perchance it would be better so, for hark 
you, Azerole, I only bring a curse on those I love." 
She shivered, and, putting the girl gently away, said 
in a voice low with passionate despair : " Ay, love me 
if you can. God knows I need itl" Then, fearful 
apparently of once more losing her self-command, she 
turned resolutely away. 

Without a word Azerole slipped from the room. 
" She would rather be alone," she said to herself. 

And she was alone, that sorrowful, beautiful woman 
— ^utterly alona 
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jfcoN, hearken, I bring to-dny— and that 
>ek — the first part of the good God's an: 
ayer." 

" And I, mon amie, I bring the second." 
And the brother and sister, a littlo brea 
e haste they bad made to be the first tc 
rest tryat, greeted each other exultantly. 
ring at the light they saw shining in 1 
es. 

Under her cloak Azerole carried the Bibl 
avy, and, sinking down on the grass, sbo 
th a pretty imperiousness there was no 
;h bien, monsieur, assuredly I am the om 
i first, for being what you are pleased t 
aber vessel, there is grave risk, you will s 
• news may come to grief, like new wine 
D, if I have to bottle it up a moment longe 
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brother, that our Father Grod has begun to unravel 
the riddle by giving us His holy Word? Ah, if we 
but had a temple we are ready now to hold our service, 
you and I!" 

"CSh^rie, the temple is waiting. Qod has provided 
it also for us/' Aiserole's gaze was incredulous, but he 
smiled reassuringly. At the same time, springing from 
his seat on the ground, he gave her his hand to help 
her to rise, telling her it was much too cold and damp 
for her to sit there any longer. " Let us go and find 
our temple," he said, wrapping up the Bible in the folds 
of his loose doublet, and leading the way farther into 
the depths of the forest. 

As they followed what might once have been a 
trodden path, but was now a mere uncertain track 
through the tangled undergrowth growing rank and 
wild between the rows of mighty trees, L^n explamed 
that this part of the wood was known as ''the Bois 
Suaire," or the Haunted Forest. Some thirty years 
before a terrible murder had been committed in the 
depths of one of the shadowy glades through which 
they were even now passing, and ever since the place 
had been shunned by all the country folk, the super- 
stitious people believing that the tortured spirit of the 
fratricide, unable to rest, wandered to and fro in the 
wood, filling the gloomy shades with the unearthly 
wailings of a lost souL Not far from the spot where 
the crime had taken place there was, so report had it, 
an almost inaccessible cave, and in this grotto, now 
known as the Haunted Cavern, the murderer and his 
brother — ^they were foresters — had been wont some- 



Cavern, if accessible, might prove su 
winter trysting-place ; but, until he kn* 
had judged it best to say nothing to 
great, however, was the horror with wh' 
Suaire wu held that he found it ^ 
matter to gain the information he c 
first attempts were baScd, but in tho 
of bribing Jean, the cattleman, with the 
Mdlle. Montoux would come and sing 
invahd daughter, Leon bad managed to 
the old man a whispered description of 
which the cavern was to bo roaehec 
standing that he had carefully foil 
directions, L^n had met with coosidera 
in Ending the cave, which was bo wot 
cealed by rocks overlapping the narrow 
the entrance that he had passed and 
opening many times before he discovi 
his way back through the forest he had 
jate, and I 
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once been a considerable stream. The perilous 
descent down the precipice, and the scramble across 
the huge boulders in the river-bed would have 
deterred less sure-footed and strong-headed moun- 
taineers than our two Yaudois; but even Azerole 
hardly needed Lton's helping hand as she sprang 
nimbly and with rapidly rising spirits from rock to 
rock. It was very different, however, when they 
groped their way into the gloomy cavern. Her 
courage seemed then to leave her, and she kept 
close to L6on, clinging to his arm and scarce able 
to repress a shudder. Quickly L4on struck a light, 
and, setting ablaze a heap of dry chips he had col- 
lected on his previous visit, exclaimed triumphantly, 
"Yoil41 is not this magnificent? See, there is even 
a rude fireplace; yonder in the forest we have wood 
for the gathering, so that as far as light and warmth 
are concerned we shall have no lack." And the 
young man, usually so undemonstrative, laughed 
aloud in boyish glee. 

The laugh reverberated in uncanny echoings, 
hollow and spirit-like groanings which died away 
in sobbing breaths among the inner recesses of the 
<savem. Shuddering again, Azerole looked round 
fearfully, for the twigs Lton had set alight were 
flickering their last, and the darkness seemed im- 
penetrable. When, she asked herself, when had a 
laugh been last heard to resound through the 
Haunted Cavern? 

L6on threw a great log on the embers. It took 
4xe with a cheery glow, the flames playing fitfully on 



consisted of three substantial tree-tr 
whicli did duty for seats, while the thi: 
served as a table on which to rest 
Bible. Slowly and thoughtfully yoi 
turned over the leaves, when a quick- 
from Azerole told him that she wft 
'■ Little Bifiter," he said tenderly, " for 
nothing here to fear. Not a soul wouk 
near this place for love or money. It 
be haunted by the spirita of the des 
us there will be the Spirit of the Ui 
verting our hiding-place into a very Beth 
Azerole heard, and a sense of peace i 
her nervous tremors vanished, and, wl 
posed that they should begin their lit 
singing one of the familiar Fealms of ] 
ready. The girl possessed a voioe of 
and beauty; but, as the clear rich t 
fell in the vaulted chamber, Leon Bi 
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the caTo; and, haying carefully raked out the fire, 
the two left the place just as the sun began to set 
behind the forest to the wesU 

Without any mishap they recrossed the wild chaos 
of rocks in the old river-bed, and climbed the pre- 
cipitous bank on the other side. '* I wish/' said Azerole 
as they took their way rapidly through the woods, " I 
wish Christophe could visit our Bethel. The juvenile 
taste for the gruesome is highly developed in M. de 
Beauregard." 

L^on glanced back at the way by which they had 
come. ''I fear the day for much less difficult feats 
than this one will never dawn for him, poor little 
fellow!" 

"I am not so sure of that," rejoined Azerole. Her 
brother gazed in surprisa "I wish he could see a 
good surgeon," the girl went on eagerly. " I feel sure 
he is better in health and less feeble in his limbs than 
when I came. But Madame is so nervous that she 
absolutely forbids any effort to prove that progress is 
being made. But a few days since when we were alone, 
Christophe and I, he suddenly slipped off the couch 
and triumphantly put his feet to the ground. I knew 
Madame would be displeased, so I lifted him quickly 
back, but I feel sure he bore his own weight for the 
moment Who knows but that he might even walk 
in time? The look of deformity also which was so 
marked a few months ago is, I feel convinced, passing 
away. Madame, however, will not hearken to this. 
It is hard for the boy to be constantly repressed. It 
was but yesternight he said to me, ' I want to be strong 
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and veil like other 'boys, mademoiBelle. I want to be 
a man and valk. You say that the good God answers 
our prayers; may I not ask Him to help me to be a 
man and walk one day 7 ' Before I had time to reply, 
Madame, who was crosaii^ the hall, turned round with 
a strange little cry. I had not thought ^e was 
listening to our talk. Her &ce was quite white, and she 
beckoned me aside. ' You must not raise false hopes,' 
she whispered, so excited she could scarce speak dis- 
tinctly. ' He wUl never be strong and well like other 
boys, I tell you, girl, 'never' I answered her soothingly, 
for she was terribly ^tated, I feared she was going 
to be ilL When she was gone I told Chnstophe that 
certainly we might tell the good God of his wish, 
and, as our Heavenly Father was ever kind and 
loving, we could leave it all with Him. But I told 
him to' try not to speak of it in the presence of 
Madame H^loise, iat it made her anxious. But ah, 
how I long that a clever phyucian might see the 
child I" 

" Perchance when H. de Rohan comes he will move 
in the matter." 

" Ah, that reminds me I have not told you of another 
bit of good news. Monsieur de Rohan is not coming, 
not at least until the summer. Certes, that is good 
news for me, if not for poor Christophe." 

" And t also have a piece of good news to match 
yours, ch^e. After our talk last Sabbath evening 
I spoke to M. Broussel, and told him frankly that 
there was, I believed, a hole in his coffer. Instead 
id treating the matter with inciodulity, or 
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me with suspicion, which I had feared he would, he 
said quietly, *Bah, do not worry yourself, my boy. 
That has been going on long ere ever you came to 
Malanot/ Then, as if it were an afterthought, he 
added carelessly, 'By the way, mon ami, you will 
shortly have two men's work to do. Michel's health 
— so says his aunt — is feeble; I am sending him off 
to Lueemette for change of air. That holy atmos- 
phere — ^he is hand and glove, is Michel, with Brother 
Thomas at the monastery — will suit his constitution 
mayhap better than Malanot for the winter.' " 

For the next few minutes Azerole followed her 
brother along the narrow footpath in silence; but on 
their emerging from the forest, she said, linking her 
arm in his, ''Oh, L^onl how different all is to-day 
firom our last Sabbath I How good our God has been ! 
Did He just wait until He saw we were trusting, and 
thus were ready for Him to shower His blessings upon 
us? We might have guessed the darkness was at its 
deepest only because the dawn was coming." 

"Vraiment, it is indeed wonderful I" reverently re- 
sponded L^on. Little more was said until they reached 
the gate of Castel Brianza, where they lingered a 
moment to arrange for their next meeting. L^n's 
last words before he hurried off were very unlike the 
practical unimaginative youth that he was.' " Azerole," 
he said impressively, " a curious presentiment has taken 
possession of me, that in leading us to the Haunted 
Cavern in the Bois Suaire, God has a purpose for us 
there over and above our Sabbath trysts." 



CHAPTER VII 

LITTLE MAN CHBISTOPHE 

B winter of 1686 proved % severe one in Ht 
, to the two MoDtoux it passed more happi 
ciDO time they oould have believed possible. 

tidings had yet reached them of their missii 
■■a. Jules Bersour had not returned in fu] 
hia promise. Nevertheless Azerole had neve 

hope. " I feel sure they are alive, and t 
U all meet again one day," she would say t 
h unwearying persistency. " And it is just I 
es has not come that I am hopeful. Eve 
^at he bad naught but evil tidings to br: 
lid not have forsaken us all these long t 
ae ill-fortune hath befallen him, but for ti 
uld have had news." As for L^on, deapi 
.btB that would at times assail him, he cou 
3 being infected by his sister's uuwaverin) 
nee, and the two, sustained by a hope whic 
eved n a spirit of ^ 
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less unbearable than they once had been, and to both 
there had come a restfulness which, if it was not 
absolute happiness, assuredly was a full appreciation 
of the many blessings of their present lot 

Not unnaturally this contentment was in a great 
measure brought about by the sense that their services 
were valued in their respective homea In the 
absence of Michel Roussier, L^n had become almost 
like a son of the house at Malanot M. Broussel and 
his gentle wife made no secret of the comfort the 
young Vaudois was proving himself to be, while his 
influence for good among the servants and peasants 
about the farms was one that the master felt more 
than thankful for. 

At Castel Brianza also things had changed, and 
that for the better. Azerole was no longer afraid of 
Madame H^loise, for, although to all outward seeming 
Madame's manner to Christophe's governess was but 
little altered from its habitual cold iinpassiveness, 
there was a tacit understanding of friendship between 
them which was very comforting to the girl. And 
now and again, when the two were alone together, 
the mistress of Castel Brianza, laying aside her proud 
reserve, would treat her young dependant with a kind 
considerateness which told of growing confidence, if 
not even of real affection on her part. 

Occasionally, when Azerole was seized with a 
restless fit she would don her warm cloak and hood 
and betake herself out of doors to battle with the 
keen sharp wind blowing straight across the plain 
from the snow-covered Alps. In the very teeth of 
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the wintry blast she would climb to the Bammit of 
a. steep hill called the Col de Vaux which lay to 
the Dorth-west of the Brianza park. On a clear 
day tlie view &om this eminence was well worth 
the stiif ascent Far away to the west towered 
Monte Yi£0, the grim sentry of the rai^, his white 
crest glittering like a burnished helmet in the winter 
sunshine, to the east the great plain of Piedmont 
rolled onward and upward to the very horizon, while 
to the north, too far off to be distinctly defined even 
in the clear frosty wr, lay the Taudois vaUsys, the 
deep patches of white in the glens contrasting with 
the dark outlines of the woods and hills. But to 
this point in the landscape Azerole rarely trusted 
herself to look. She would stand for long minutes 
hc.'ct.her gazint:; now at tho vnits sweep of the un- 
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This new interest the invalid boy owed to L6on 
Montoux. At the beginning of the winter L^on, to 
the entire satisfaction of M. Broussel, had started a 
wood-carving class for the farm-lads as a counter attrac- 
tion to the wine-taverns. Christophe, who had con- 
ceived an unlimited admiration for the stalwart yoimg 
Vaudois and considered whatever he did perfection, 
took the keenest interest in the Malanot wood-carving 
enterprise. Discovering this, Leon good-naturedly 
ofTered to give the child lessons in the craft, with 
the result that the little fellow showed such a talent 
for the work that teaching him became a delight. 

And so the quiet winter passed away. With the 
spring came visitors to the castle. Madame de Rohan, 
necessarily much occupied with her guests, had less 
time to spare for her little ward and his governess; 
and, seeing that she continued as rigid as ever in the 
persistence with which she kept the boy in the back- 
ground, Azerole and Christophe were perforce left 
much to each other's society. It proved an eventful 
spring, however, for Christophe de Beauregard. By 
dint of long and gentle persuasion Azerole had gained 
for her charge the permission that on fine days the in- 
valid might be wheeled out in his couch, either into the 
sunny court or into the shady orchard, a change which 
afforded him, at the first at least, unalloyed delight. 

One lovely May morning L^on, who had come over 
to see his sister, and had been directed to the fig 
orchard by Blaise, foimd Christophe watching with a 
pathetically sad look on his pale face, while Azerole, 
singing snatches of songs to herself, roamed hither and 



ly as he stooped over the couch, 
[ristophe sit^hed. " I will tell yon, M. L^o 
conHdentially. '* You see, mademoiselle anc 
been praying to the good God for a ver 
time to make me grow up into a big stron 
lick as ever He could. But," Christophe 
L, ''perchance it is that He is busy healij 
lies that prayed to Him before I did. I i 
[ the waiting so much when I am indoors, fc 
L be busy learning from books, and that is i 
lead grow into a man's, mademoiselle says 
L I am out here, then I begin to want my k 
Birms to grow. I want to be truly littl 
itophe and walk." He paused a momei 
, to whom a sudden thought had come, fa 
e the quick kindling of the blue eyes, and 
nuttered " Certes, I know I could, if they 
let me try. Some day / wHl!" The 
at little threat was scarcely uttered when 
arms slipped under him, and, almost bei 
' what was happening, these same stroi 
ul arms had lifted him up. Christophers 
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The young man nodded reassuringly. " Madame will 
be glad." Then, looking down at the flushed little face 
resting against his shoulder, he asked, "Does it hurt 
you, UtUe-man-Christophe 7 " Speechless with excite- 
ment and delight the child shook his head. " That is 
well, for I am going to take you for a long journey — 
right away through the fruit orchards, and the park, 
and the vineyards, and the gardens, and the stables, 
and all round the castle policies." 

Christophe gave another shout of delight. '' But am 
I not too heavy for you, M. Lton ? " he asked somewhat 
anxiously. " I heard how, when the barn at Malanot 
took fire, you carried the calf that was frightened in 
your strong arms, but perchance I am weightier in 
myself, for you see the poor calf was only growing into 
a cow, while I am beginning, am I not, mademoiselle ? 
to grow into a big strong man this day ! " 

The yoimg Vaudois' laugh was answer enough, and 
on the three went, the unexpected appearance of the little 
Monsieur de Beaur^ard causing quite a sensation among 
the men and maid servants. There were everywhere 
smiles of welcome, and now and again a low-spoken 
"Bless the little monsieur!" which made Christophe 
feel at once shy and happy he did not know why. 

" It has been like suling away, away in a big ship ! " 
he cried exultantly, when Lton had brought him back 
to his couch in the hall, where Madame stood awaiting 
them with a silent stillness that made Azerole glance at 
her apprehensively. And, assuredly, no Vasco da Gama 
could ever have given a more glowing account of his 
voyage of adventures than did Christophe, while with 
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pink cheeks and voice pitched high with ezoitemoit he 
incoherently told his guardian of the many places to 
which for the first time in his life he had been, and of 
the many wonders he had seen. But sUIl Azerole 
looked anxiously at Madame de Rohan. L6oa had stud 
she would be pleased. Was she so ? 

" Madame H^loise, are not you glad that I have seen 
the world ? " asked the boy, mianing somethii^ in his 
guardian's face. 

She bent down and kissed him. "Tea, yes, little 
boy, I am glad for you, very glad." Then, standing 
erect and looking at Azerole, she said slowly, " It was a 
risk, surely it was a great risk." There was no anger 
in her voice. The girl felt puzzled. What then was 
there ? Could it be there was disappointment 7 But, 
turning now to Lton, Madame went on with the 
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of the strange impression that to his guardian this was 
a relief! 

To console the child for his disappointment Azerole 
devoted herself to his amusement that evening, for even 
his carving Gedled for once to distract his thought& At 
last, when tired of games, he begged for one of the 
Bible stories he so delighted in. The story finished, 
the two were talking it over together, but in low tones, 
in order that they might not disturb Madame, who 
was in the room, when Christophe suddenly called out, 
"Madame Hdloise, I pray you to tell me something. 
Would Madame, my mother, have taken me to the 
Lord Jesus Christ if she had not died, think you?" 
With a quick start Madame de Bohan looked round 
from her seat in the window. Azerole tried to check 
the child, for although, strange to say, Madame had 
hitherto never interfered with the young Vaudois's 
habit of narrating to her charge stories from the Holy 
Scriptures, the girl had used her liberty with a caution 
tinged with apprehension, lest this altogether singular 
state of matters might through any imprudence on her 
part be brought to an end. But Christophe was not to 
be stopped. " Mademoiselle has been telling me about 
the long, long past, when the mothers brought their 
Uttle boys and girls to Christ the Saviour, Mary's 
Blessed Son. The disciples were cross ; methinks they 
were like Brother Thomas. I misdoubt me but they 
did not like bojrs and girls. But Christ the Lord did, 
and He took them up in His arms. I said I was sorzy 
it was not so now, but mademoiselle says it is all the 
same. She says that now the mothers can bring their 
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little boys, ev^i cripple hunchbacks like me, to the 
Lord Clirist, and He takes them. But I have no 
mother to bring me to Him. Will jou do it, Madame 
Heloise ? " he pleaded ■wistfully. 

Quickly she turned her head away. " It may be," 
she said, and her voice soimdod huskily, "it may be 
your mother would not have been willing to give up 
her little boh to Holy Mother Church." 

Christophe looked puzzled. " Is that the same thing, 
mademoiselle?" he asked, fihrinVing back involuntanly 
from the su^estion, as if iha shadow of firother Thomas 
loomed up before him. 

"No, no," she protested; "our Father Qod does not 
lake the little ones away from their mothers when they 
bring them imto Him for His love and blessing. He 
m glad that the mothers should have them to keep 
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Hdloise, it must be true, for it is just as mademoiselle 
says. He does not say ' Let them come to the Church/ 
but ' Let them come unto Me/ and " 

"Hark! what is that? Who comes at this hour?" 
cried Madame de Bohan, as the sound of horse's hoofe 
was heard in the avenue. The gate of the court was 
thrown open, and the rider's voice pompously greeting 
old Blaise was distinctly audible to the three in the 
boudoir. '^ It is Monsieur my cousin, the Abb4 Tdtu/' 
murmured Madame hurriedly. Turning to Christophe 
she whispered, with a peremptoriness of which she was 
hardly aware : ** Not a word of all this before Monsieur 
I'Abb^. Boy, remember 1 if you would not get made- 
moiselle into trouble." 

Christophe nodded, and his mouth shut with an 
expressive little snap. Monsieur Alphonse T6tu, albeit 
his headquarters and his work were in France, where 
he was famous as a court preacher, frequently found 
it needful — on the Church's business, without doubt — 
to visit Piedmont; and, when there, he rarely forgot 
to pay his devoirs to his kinswoman at Castel Brianza 
But to Christophe de Beauregard, at least — children are 
wonderfully shrewd readers of the characters of their 
elders — these visits of Monsieur I'Abb^ were unwelcome. 
The cripple looked enviously now after his governess, 
who, at a sign from Madame de Rohan, was making her 
escape from the room by a side door. 

Azerole was afraid of the Abb4 T6tu. True, she had 
only seen him once, but the impression he had then 
made upon her she was not likely to forget. There had 
been no warning on that former occasion of the priest's 



82 THE KEY TO THE BIDDIJE 

arrival. Ha had come at the end of a glorioos day in 
the late autumn. Tempted by the unusual sultriness 
of the evening the trio at the castle had been lingerii^ 
later than their wont in the sweet-scented court, eoj ey- 
ing the magnificenoe of the sunset glow. At Madame's 
request Azerole had been singing to them first one then 
another of the gay little French cha/naona she had learnt 
from her mother in the bygone days. And so it had 
happened that none of the party I}ad been aware of 
the approach of Monsieur I'Ahb^, who came up the 
avenue on foot, having given his horse to a groom he 
had chanced to meet. Even old Sluse, listening also 
to the music, his hand at his ear, had been for the 
mument off his guard by the open gate, and Monsieur 
Tetu was in the midst of the little group before they 
knew. Azerole could only too distinctly recall Madame 
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his former yisit the keen glance of the priest had for an 
instant lighted upon the Vaudois stranger, she had 
known as by intuition that in the sight of this haughty 
ecclesiastic Azerole Montoux, an accursed Vaudoise 
heretic, was a creature to be spumed under foot, or 
at best to be degraded to her proper place as the 
lowest menial of the Castel Brianza establishment. 
Moreoyer, Alphonse T6tu was a firiend of Ugon 
Rorenoo, the Prior of Lucerna, and the yoimg girl's 
dread of the two priests was not lessened by a sus- 
picion that both men were secretly feared by the proud 
mistress of Brianza. 

Late that night, when the Abb6 Tdtu had retired 
to his room, Jacqueline summoned Azerole to attend 
upon Madame in her boudoir. 

''Sit down, mademoiselle," said Madame H^loise, her 
tone somewhat constrained, or so it sounded to the 
young governess. ** I have just learned from the Abb6 
news which concerns you. It seems that the Duke 
of Sayoy more than a year since issued a proclama- 
tion to the effect that the Vaudois in prison or else- 
where were free to leave the country and go as exiles 
to Switzerland. Prior Ugon regrets all too late, it 
would appear, that he did not acquaint you and your 
brother with this important announcement He wishes 
you now to know, however, that it is not yet impossible 
for Monsieur and Mademoiselle Montoux to avail them- 
selves of the Duke Amadous' edict. Through Monsieur 
r Abb6 Tdtu passports can be provided and a safe con- 
duct guaranteed. Accordingly I wish to inform you, 
mademoiselle, that I shall put no hindrance in the 
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way of your rejiiining your people," Was the alow 
subdued toicb that of caution merely, or vaa there 
underneath a touch of unexplauied and unexpressed 
regret ? It was hard to &ay, for the speaker's face 
was averted. 

'■ I thank you, Madame," was the quiet reply. " We 
had heard of the proclamation, that is, my brother Leon 
had, but we did not intend then to leave the country ; 
we do not now." The elder woman turned and looked 
keenly into the girl's face. " Madame has perhaps for- 
gotten the promise my brother gave to Jules Bersour ? " 

No, as it happened, Madame had not forgotten. 
" Such promises are generally made to be broken when 
the need-be arises," she said lightly. 

Azerole drew herself more erect. " The promise of 
n Vaiidois. triven before God. is made to be kent. 
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Touched, she hardly knew why, by the question, 
Azerole drew a step nearer. "A year ago, Madame, 
to stay would have been altogether against my will. 
But eyerything now is so changed. I love you, Madame 
H^loise, and I love Christophe. Tou are so kind to 
me, you never seem to remember that I am but a 
poor heretic barbette. Even the servants care for me, 
and let me care for them. If it were not that my heart 
is often sad, almost to breaking, for news of my parents 
and little Stella, I could be happy — nay, I ami happy 
— at Castel Brianza. You have made it Aome to me, 
Madame." 

Madame de Rohan had covered her face with her 
hands while the girl was speaking, and now the hot 
tears fell and trickled slowly through her fingers. '' I 
weep, but it is for very gladness," she said brokenly. 
"Child, child, have you been sent here to save a soul 
from a life— nay, a death rather— of despair ? " 

Azerole was now on her knees beside her. "Ah, 
Madame, you are so lonely, so terribly lonely, and so 
sad ? But every day I pray to the good God to comfort 
you, and " 

"Tou pray for me?" the other repeated drearily. 
"I never pray for myself, I am afraid." 

''Afraid of the good God? Afraid of the Father 
who loved us so much that He gave up His Son 
even to the death that we might be brought back to 
the shelter of the everlasting arms? Afraid of the 
loving Father who cares vrith a tender-hearted pity 
for those of His children who are burdened and sad ? 
Ah no, no I " cried Azerole vehemently. " It is because 
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your Churoh hidei Aa Father and Wm Sop Jwu 
bahind Marr ftnd liiB ifHTiti. ^ v^ ths prioiti »»»f^ fcltoir 
ritos and par^noniei, that yoa do not know the tme 
and loving God. Bat m Vuidoii, m go lrtn^[ht to 
God through Jesus Christ onz Sanoor, as the Holy 
Scriptures oommand as tq do, and He apealca straight 
to our hearts, and -we an oomfwtad. And, if we 
have done wrong, for the Uflsnd Ohrist'i sake He 
for^ves UB." 

To this there oame no leply, and a laog miimta or 
two of silecoe passed. At last ICadama ronied heael^ 
and sitting up, sud hurriedly. "The Abbd TAtn has 
this evening been trying to persnade me to ouninand 
you to put yootaelf nndar his (^Eared |ffoteation, hat 
I refused. If you aooepted hia offer, I told him, it 
must be of your own &ee wilL So long as yon wished 
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tell what evil to him they might not try to do with 
the help of Michel Boussier ? Aloud, however, she said 
nothing of this new anxiety, and presently, fearing to 
intrude longer, she rose to go. Madame de Bohan rose 
also, for it was getting very late. She was lighting her 
silver hand-lamp when she caught sight of something 
lying on her desk which she had well-nigh forgotten. 
It was a silk purse, which she held out to Azerole. 
" Voila ! ma oh^, your salary as Christophe's governess 
for the past year. It was careless of me to allow it to 
be so long overdue." 

Azerole stood in silent bewilderment. ''Madame," 
she stammered at last, " I could not take this, indeed I 
could not It is kind on your part, kind beyond words 
to give me, a poor Vaudoise, shelter and food and cloth- 
ing; and in all this you have been, ah! so good and 
generous f You made no agreement, Madame, to——" 

The lady silenced her with a gesture almost of en- 
treaty. " Tes, yes, I know ; but, child, if you love me, 
let it be so." Then, as Azerole still shrank back distressed, 
she went on, and now the girl could see that her eyes 
were darkened by a shadow of pain, " If you must have 
the truth, know then that it is a debt, it is but in pay- 
ment of a debt my — my fiEunily owes to yours." 

More bewildered than ever, Azerole knew not what to 
say, for there was that in her benefactor's face that for- 
bade questioning. She laid her hand on Madame's in 
mute token of gratituda Then, as a thought struck 
her, a wave of colour crimsoned her cheeks, and with 
an exclamation of distress, she thrust the purse away. 
" I cannot I nay, then, I cannot I In truth it would not 
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be honourable wHhoot telHng yoa liiat, by paj^ng me 
this, you are bat helping to— to — to mad nw avajr from 
youl" 

It -waa Madame HfltaM*! tnra to fiael mystiBed, but 
only for a moment. She ma quiok-iritted, and the 
Daltre simplioity of the giri'i embMnwsmeait vai otuioualy 
transparent. It hardly needed AaecoleTi honied vordi 
to explam the ^£Goalty. ^'Ii6an haa fee a year past 
been saving all hia eaznings. He keeps them'hidden in 
— I mean at our tryating*plaoeL He aaya we oannot tell 
but that the time may ocnne Then we ahall want the 
money to buy our freedom before the five yean '' 

As the girl paused abniptly, a little uneasy kst aha . 
had already betrayed more than her brother might ap- 
prove, a faint smile flickered for a moment on Madame 
de Rohan's lips. With a toooh of authority she plaoed 




CHAPTER VIII 

H&L0I8B DB CASTBLANB 

The next morning, the Abb4 Tdtu not yet having taken 
his departure, Madame de Rohan despatched Azerole to 
spend the day at Malanot with Madame Broussel, who 
had been suffering from one of her bad attacks of asthma. 

Azerole was disappointed to find that Lten had not 
yet returned from Pinerolo, where he had gone the day 
before to attend the market in place of M. Broussel, who 
did not wish to be so long absent from his wifa 

From Madame Justine, however, the yoimg Vaudoise 
received a warm welcoma " Ma chtee, but you are the 
very person I am in need o£ Hyppolyte, dear man, he 
does not learn, for all his sixty-five years, how to treat 
sick folk. When I am lonely, as to-day, he prescribes 
solitary confinement ; when I am in a fever he turns a 
mob in upon me, declaring I am sick only for the want 
of seeing some one prettier and livelier than Hyppolyte 
Broussel 1 Ma foi ! what it is to have such a husband ! " 
and little Madame Justine laughed till she coughed and 
cried by turns. 

Azerole laughed with her, busying herself the while 
in performing for the invalid and her room the many 
little offices which only a woman's hand skilled in sick- 
nundng knows how to set about, and then, sitting down 
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on a low stool beside hsr Mend, ahe chatted to her of 
all the gay doings at the oh&teau. 

The day was sultty, Euid after dinner, when the 
farmer hod ^;ain gone out of doors, Madame Justine 
and Azerole betook themselves to die Tine-trellised 
balcony. 

" You are veary, Madame ; vhat can I do for you ? " 
asked the girl, noticing the tired look in the elder 
woman's voice. 

" Nay, not weary, only a little sad, child." The 
words came slowly, and the faded blue eyes wandered 
over the vineyards in the direction of Luoemetta 

Azerole, following the look, forbore to question the 
reason of the other's sadness. She had come to know 
that the wild ways of Michel Boussier were too often 
the cause of that expression of patient sorrow in the 
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comforting words of the twenty-third psahn. By the 
time she came to the end a tear was rolling down the 
thin cheek of the sick woman. Madame Broussel 
wiped it half guiltily away. Azerole sang the psalm 
again and yet again, slower and ever slower, until 
with a satisfied smile she stopped. Her patient was 
asleep. 

When Madame Justine awoke from her doze she 
was full of regrets that she should have wasted in 
sleep a whole hour of her visitor's company. "And 
now, ma cb6re, I misdoubt me but you will be sajring 
you must be hastening back to the ch&teauT' she 
sighed. 

" No, not yet," returned the girl ** Madame H^loise 
said I might stay with you until late. After to-morrow 
visitors are again expected, and I shall not be so easily 
spared." 

" Child, is there not word yet of the captain. Monsieur 
de Rohan's coming ? " 

It was Azerole's turn to sigh. "He may be here 
any day now." 

There was trouble in her voice, but Madame Justine 
did not notice. " I am longing to see the lad. As a 
boy he was indeed the true son of his mother. But 
who can tell? Fifteen years is a long while. But 
indeed, and if the years have altered the son as they 
have altered the mother, Gaston de Rohan will be 
changed indeed. H^las! my poor H^loise de Caste- 
lane 1" 

Azerole looked up eagerly. " Ah, Madame, tell me 
of Hfloiae de Castelane I " she asked, then checked 
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herself. " Pardoo ma It is perhaps an impertmenoe 
of me to ask." 

Madame Broussel smiled a little sadly. " What I 
know the whole world may know. What Justine 
Broussel knows not Uadame de Rohan tells to nona 
After all there is but little to relat& You know, child, 
that Madame is French as we ara It was during the 
political troubles of Louis XIIL's minority that the old 
Baron de Caetelane, and my &ther, and Hyppolyte 
Broussel's crossed over into Piedmont. The Castelanes 
were of the noblesse, and we but of the upper &rmer 
class; but companions in exile draw together, and 
the baron was not proud, I was much older than 
Mademoiselle H^loise, and the petite would have it 
that her cb^ JusUne must needs mother her, the 
child's own being dead. Ah, how we all loved her, our 
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she brought her children, the boy Gaston, and his two 
pretty little sisters. That was when our old baron 
died. After that came news from Dauphin^ from time 
to time, woeful news indeed — ^her two sweet little girls, 
and most sorrowful of all, her husband — all of them 
taken from her one by one. Some cloud hung over the 
death of Major de Rohan, we could never learn what, 
for after that we lost her. Ay, we lost her," repeated 
Madame Justine, meeting Azerole's wondering look. 
''I know now that my letters never reached her, nor 
did hers come to Malanot. Then but two years since 
there came a hurried note. Madame de Rohan was 
returning to Castel Brianza. She had given orders to 
have the chftteau fitted up for her arrival. And, sure 
enough, when Hyppolyte rode over to inquire, he found 
workmen busy all over the place outside and in. A 
few weeks more and she came. And she was — as you 
see her now." Madame Broussel stopped vrith a long- 
drawn sigh. 

"Did she speak to you of what had happened 
since?" 

The elder woman shook her head. "I asked her 
once. I dared not ask her again. 'If you love me, 
Justine,' she said, in that strange still voice of hers, 
'if you love me, ask me naught. Let the past be 
buried. I do not feel it or anything now. My heart 
is dead.'" Madame Justine folded and imfoldod her 
hands, a movement with her expressive of distress. 
"I know better than that. When people tell you 
their hearts are dead, it only means they wish they 
were. She comes often to Malanot But there is 
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ever a something between U8, a dark veil she will not 
ever raise," 

" Poor Madame, it is hard for you ! " 

The word of sympathy did the other good even while 
it brought the tears. " Yes, ma ch^re, it ia hard. But," 
here her voice brightened, " but, child, it has struck me 
that, since you have come to the chiteau, the shadow 
in my poor H^Ioise's eyes is somewhat less dark. Do 
what you can for her, my girl H^las ! she has no one 
belonging to her now except Monsieur the captain, and 
he, of course, can be but seldom with his mother." 

■' There ia little Monsieur Chrjstophe, Madame." 

Madame Broussel shook her head doubtfully. 
" Adopted children arc but poor make-shifts at the 
best. I moan," she added hastily, lest Azorole might 
suppose she had been thinking of Michel, "I mean 
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him, which I confess was not quite too hospitable of 
ma He has come to tell me that, his health having 
improved of late, he has the notion that Malanot after 
all will suit him better for climate than Lucema or 
Turin. Ma foi, but he is a rolling stone!" Azerole 
had started with sudden dismay at this news, though 
she said never a word. But something in her face 
struck the farmer when she rose to go, and, dense 
as was his wont, he read it upside down. "Ah, 
mademoiselle, you are thinking he has but just come 
in time to see you home, eh ? He will be roimd the 
moment he has attended to his horse, and ^" 

But Azerole, murmuring something about not hav- 
ing time to wait, hurriedly said her adieux, and had 
made good her escape before there was any sign of 
M. Roussier. 

With a little chuckle Farmer Broussel wheeled the 
invalid's chair into the sitting-room, and his wife, 
glancing at him, read the thought of his honest 
heart. ''She is a dear girl, very dear, but, Hyp- 
polyte, you forget " 

" Forget ? " growled the fEurmer. " I forget nothing." 

"That she is a heretic," finished his wife, in a tone 
of distress. 

** Justine, ma ch6re, you see only a little way. Now 
I can see farther, and what I behold is this — mademoi- 
selle, with her pretty ways, has tamed Michel into a 
decent fellow, and we — that is, you and I — ^have con- 
verted her into a good Catholic." 

The little woman shook her head sagely. "My 
Hyppolyte, your spectacles have too much of the 
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rose-tint for you to read aobeisocloared tradi at m 
great a distance. H^Iul yoi, ihe ia'k hfintia, and a 
heretio she will remain. Te^ in d«iate of this— naj, 
at times I ask myself is it beowue of tluit — she is 
most sweet But there 1" — Uadame Justine^i honified 
lool of self-reproaoh was almoit oomioal — ^"I am a 
lieretic myself, Father Uatthien would uy, to utter 
such a word. I will wty thii, notwithatandiiig," the 
speaker's geatie T(noe waxed indignant lor the moment, 
" it was noae other aare Brother Thomai liimi^f vho 
told me false oonoeming tha Vandoii. 'Theee eunad 
barbets,' he said, ' thf^ beUere nnther Jn God not in 
the devil.'" 

" Bah ! " disgfUBtedly intermpted her hiuband, his 
brow furrowed at the mmtion of the friar, who ma 
no favourite of his. " All I aay ii that the barbet of 
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that any of us at Malanot are like to doubt the exist- 
ence of the deviL" Then, catching sight of the pained 
expression on the face of his gentle Justine, the big 
heart of Hyppolyte smote him sharply. " Tiens, tiens, 
my little wife, you understand that all I meant was 
merely that at his present stage of development " — the 
speaker, with or without intention, uttered the last 
word with syllabic slowness — "there is no immediate 
danger that any of us should confound our good 
nephew with Michel the archangel For the rest we 
have always said — ^have we not? — that when the lad 
had finished his — ^humph — well, his somewhat tedious 
sowing of wild oats, he will turn out a fine fellow, the 
prop of our old age, eh? For the present, patience, 
voilk tout I" 

In the meanwhile Azerole, glancing cautiously about 
while she tied on her bonnet, had slipped down the 
balcony stair, across the court, and into the lane beyond* 
It was a good mile and a half to the ch&teau. Would 
the waning light of a summer evening make the short 
cut through the pine-wood practicable? She would 
venture it Anything to gain time. As she hurried 
along she tried to laugh away what she called her 
foolish fancies, but she did not wholly succeed. And, 
had she but known it, she had more cause for her fears 
than she dreamt o£ Michel Roussier was in love, not 
merely with her face, as she had imagined, but with 
herself From the first moment he had seen her his 
heart, for he had one, had been taken by storm. True, 
the maiden, so he had told himself, was a heretic 

barbette, altogether beneath his, Michel Roussier of 

o 
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Malanot's notice; but that fact had invariably been 
lost sight of while he was in the young Vaudoise's 
presence. So long as he might gaze into her bewitch- 
ing brown eyes and listen to the sweet tones of her 
voice, the whole slrongth of his wild, ungovemed 
nature waa moved to passionate adoration. But from 
the first it had been plain to him — Michel was quick 
in some ways — that Mademoiselle Montoux by no means 
reciprocated his sense of attraction. On the contrary, 
the girl seemed to recoil from him, and the suspicion of 
this, while it maddened him, only spiured him on the 
more to force his attentions upon her. While he had 
been at Lucemette she had pretty successfully con- 
trived to avoid meeting him on hie frequent visits to 
his aunt at the farm, and her hopes had risen high 
when she heard that M. Broiusel, anxious to separate 
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one who would not be slow to whisper evil counsels 
into his ear. 

Azarole had gained the footpath in the wood, and 
was congratulating herself upon that same fact, when 
the sound of a rapid footstep behind made her start 
with sudden dismay. In another moment Michel 
Roussier, heated and flushed, was by her side. " Good 
evening, Mademoiselle Montoux. Allow me to have the 
pleasure of escorting you on your walk through the 
wood. You see I have returned home, mademoiselle. 
The fact gives me at the least great pleasure." There 
was no mistaking the meaning of his half-insinuating, 
half-questioning smile. 

''Your aunt Justine I am sure is pleased," returned 
the girl, struggling both with her fears and her indig- 
nation at the insolent familiarity of his tone. 

''And mademoiselle herself?" he persisted, trying to 
force a way for his tall person alongside of her in the 
narrow path. 

She made no reply. Adroitly contriving to thwart 
his attempt to come nearer, she flew over the groimd at 
a disconcerting rate of speed, her thoughts meantime 
keeping pace with her feet. Anxious as she was to 
avoid rousing his violent temper, she was realising even 
more clearly the need there was for putting a stop at once 
to his attentions. At last she turned and faced him. Her 
look was grave, and her voice, though gentle, was firm. 
" It is kind of you, M. Roussier, to offer to accompany me 
through the wood. But indeed I do not require your pro- 
tection. I am accustomed to walk alone, and I prefer it." 

There was no mistJiking her meaning. But it seemed 
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f lio wiinlil not bo repulsed. "I had hoped, made- 
iiii<llt<. ilinl your liking for me might have grown 
ii'whiii lUirin)^ IhoM montha." 
Iixl tAw kiu<mhh1 Utftt it wu lo'ra, not anger, that 
ui<.l in Inn n-oa with a fire that seemed to scorch 
w))i>ii h(> lx>nt his faoe near hera, she would have 
wt-iA'sl wiih iktmethinj; lem of coldness in her tone. 
■ iiviotir. viM) niakf a jTreM mifSi^ A liking which 
'!> v.oi #\tsi «anBot )« Mic »t jptm li does not, nor 
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• > ttiTi**.' «». •»** u^nw pursueti h«r w»j. 
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And now the end of the path leading out of the wood 
was in sight, and not a hundred yards beyond was 
the thicket of mulberry-trees bordering on the Castel 
Brianza domains. Five minutes more and she would 
be within the park. Then it was that stepping from 
out the shadow of the wood, she saw what made her 
heart die within her. Leaning against a tree stood 
Michel Roussier. He had been refreshing himself 
largely from the spirit-flask he carried in bis pocket, 
and the drink had put new Ufe into his worse self. As 
he came closer the young Yaudoise smelt his breath 
and involuntarily shrank back from him. 

Michel saw the movement and sneered. True to 
the doggedness of his nature, he was not to be non- 
plussed by a maiden's coquetry. For that it was but 
coquetry he never once doubted. That a poor heretic 
Yaudoise should feel anything but honoured by the 
attention of a Piedmontese signore like himself was a 
thing too incredible to be imagined. Michel loved 
this demoiselle, at once so bewitching and provoking; 
and he was resolved, nay, had he not sworn to win 
her ? What mattered it that she was of the accursed 
faith? In an amazement of gratitude for the gift of 
his hand, she would consent to change her creed as 
joyfully as her name. In the meantime she needed 
taming, that was plain. But it was not so plain to 
his pride-blinded eyes that throughout the process the 
tamer must needs act warily. 

"In this part of the country, mademoiselle, the 
rules of knighthood do not permit a gentleman to 
leave a lady unprotected on a lonely road. But I 
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am ignorant, I confess, of the laws of society among 

the Vaudois." 

The covert sneer underlying the last words roused 
in the girl the spirit of the Mont^hmarts. " In my 
part of the country, monsieur," she replied, disconcert- 
ing him with the hauteur of her glance, " a demoiselle 
would despise as counterfeit a knightliness which 
forced its championship upon those who did not make 



This from a Yaudoise! It was intolerable. Smart- 
ing under the pain of wounded pride, Roussier, but 
little used to self-restraint, lost control of his temper. 
" Have a care, mademoiselle," he said, his voice thick 
with pas.sion. " Have a care ! Heretics are not in 
such high favour in these days that a barbette can 
afford to flout the first gentleman who shows her 
civilitr. Have a care. mademoiseUe, else it mar be 
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demeanour for much longer it is hard to say, but at 
that jimcture there opportunely appeared a new-comer 
on the scene. Pushing aside the drooping branches 
of the trees fringing the plantation, he strode on to 
the path with a stem '' Hallo ! sirrah I And what bold 
coward may this be who dares speak of using force 
towards a demoiselle ? " 

The stranger was a young man of about five or 
six and twenty, dressed in the uniform of a French 
officer. He was tall, broad of chest, with an erect and 
easy bearing that told no less of robust health than 
of his military training. His complexion, naturally 
dark, was tanned to a rich bronze, and his face, with 
strong rather than fine features, was certainly striking, 
if not regularly handsoma 

His look was stem enough now as he came forward, 
and Boussier's shifting eyes quailed beneath the fire 
that flashed in the other's. " How now, sirrah 1 Hands 
off 1 " — this with a light touch with the fiat of his sword 
on Michel's hand which rested on the gate. "I will 
relieve you of the charge of this demoiselle, if so 
be she will permit me, albeit I am ignorant both of 
her name and home," he added, bowing courteously to 
the girL 

*'I will tell you, my fine monsieur, who she is," 
sneered Roussier, enraged at the interference of this 
impertinent coxcomb. ''She is no less a personage 
than Mademoiselle Azerole Montoux, the Yaudoise 
barbette of Ponefrit." 

The shot missed fire. Turning to Azerole, the young 
officer doffed again his plumed hat, and bowed lower 
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than before. " It gives me great pleasure to make the 
acquiiiiitance of Mademoiselle Montoux, mj mother's 
friend. Pray allow me, mademoiselle, to have the 
pleasure of conducting you to the ch^-teau. We shall 
leave this gentleman " (with an indescribable emphasis 
on the title) " to the untnt«rrupted eojoyment of his 
own society." 

So saying, and without deigning bo much as a look 
at Michel, Gaston de Rohan, for it was he, turned his 
back upon him, and held open the gate for Azerole 
to pass through. And Roussier, baidked of his revenge, 
stood gnawing his moutitache, and watched the pair 
until they were out of sight among the trees of the 
grove. " Baulked of his revenge " — was it so ? Hardly, 
if the malevolent scowl that darkened his brow meant 
anything. 

Recoverimr Bomewhat from her mineled frijtht and-_ 
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Side by side the two walked slowly through the 
greenwood path. He could see that she still trembled, 
yet he did not offer her his arm. He was too 
wise for that By-and-by he began to talk, adroitly 
leading her thoughts away from her late disturbing 
adventure. She became interested, and before long 
found herself responding with an ease that would 
have greatly astonished herself had she pictured this 
meeting beforehand ; while, on his side, Gaston found 
himself attracted no less by the winsomeness of his 
companion's beauty and modest grace than by the 
signs he was quick to read of her intelligence and 
culture. 

They had crossed the park and were nearing the 
ch&teau when he asked, with a sudden change of tone : 
" Mademoiselle, that scoundrel's threat meant nothing, 
I warrant? You have naught, I trust, to fear from 
him?" 

Her face clouded. "For myself, monsieur, I fear 
nothing," she said in a low voica "With Madame, 
your mother, I am safe. It is for L^on, my brother, I 
am afraid. It is but too likely that M. Roussier has it 
in his power to do him a mischief." 

A skilful question or two led her to explain her words 
more fully, but, all at once awakening to the realisa- 
tion of her own rashness in thus bestowing her confi- 
dence upon a stranger, and he a bigoted Papist, she 
grew reserved, even cold in her replies. And de 
Rohan, quick to notice her altered mood, at once 
turned the conversation into less personal channels. 

Arrived at the oh&teau they found Madame H^loise 
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awaiting her son in tlie haU. But was this in ray deed 
the luistress of Castel Brianza ? Azerole asked herself as 
she gazed in amazement at the traDsfonnatioQ which 
ft few hours had efifeoted. Sheltered from observation 
in the corner behind the high-backed oouoh of little 
Christopbe, who was watching with fascinated admira- 
tion the tall chevalier's every movement, Azerole stole 
yet another furtive glance at Madame de Rohan. She 
stood with her arm linked in tint of her son ; her 
beautiful face, moved out of its wonted cold impassive- 
noss, was radiant with a great gladness, a bright colour 
■v/us in her cheeks, and the smile that lit up her brilliant 
eyes was but the reflection of that which played upon 
hor lips. She was dresiied too with scrupulous care, 
and in honour of her son she wore that evening some 
old family diamonds, not many, as was the showy 
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In a summer-house overshadowed by luxuriant acacias 
and pahns sat Madame de Bohan at work upon her 
embroidery frame one bahny afternoon about a week 
after the arrival of her son at Castel Brianza. Seated 
on the grass by the arbour door Azerole was reading 
aloud from the Italian poets, and Christophe, swinging 
in a hammock suspended from a tree near by, half 
dozed half listened to what in his opinion was a rather 
dry entertainment for holiday hour& At the side of 
the broad garden-path stood the hand-carriage which 
at monsieur the captain's suggestion had been procured 
at Turin for drawing the cripple about in the park and 
lanes. 

Suddenly, at the sight of two figures advancing 
towards them from the terrace in front of the ch&teau, 
the boy became wide-awake. ** Madame H^loise, here 
comes the Chevalier de Bohan, and — and, yes, it is 
Monsieur T Abb^ TStu ; and I wish," concluded the boy 
under his breath, ** I wish some spirit — an evil one it 
must needs be — would whirl him away." 

The abb^ was talking earnestly, a persuasive smile 
on his thin lips, while the young man seeobied to be 
xesponding with as much haughty impatience as was 
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^ towards one who was so much his elder. But, 
as his glance fell upon the party at the summer-house, 
de Rohan's face c'eared. The abbe's, on the other hand, 
darkened with a scowl on becoming aware of the 
presence of the very person he had been tryii^ to 
convince his young relative was a most undesirable as 
well as dangerous inmate of Madame bia mother's 
bouse. 

On Ohristophe's announcing the arrival of the geutle- 
rnen, Azerole had risen to leave ; but at that instant 
Madame de Rohan by a hurried movement overturned 
her work-basket, and the govemeBB had perforce to 
spring to her assistance. 

Christophe, usually overawed in the presence of the 
droaded abb^, felt with considerable satisfaction that he 
might shelter hinwelf under the wing of the ohevaher 
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'* Because then I might call you ' (Gaston/ and, were 
you my brother, you would help me to be a big man 
and walk." 

'^ Eh bien, then let us be brothers I say. I want a 
little brother and you want a big one, and here we are 
ready made each for the other." And, stooping, he 
bestowed a kiss in pledge of brotherhood on the 
blue-veined forehead of the cripple. 

Christophe's face flushed crimson with pleasure. 
''Oh, I thank you, I thank youl And you must 
let me tell Azerole — you know she has given me 
leave to call her so. She will be glad that we are 
to be brothers, you and I, Gaston, for my mademoiselle 
she likes you too. When I asked her she told me so." 

The child's dear ringing voice reached further 
than he knew. A burning blush suffused the cheeks 
of his embarrassed governess. Glancing apprehensively, 
first at the scowling abb^ and then at the chevalier, 
she caught a twinkle of amusement in de Rohan's 
eyes as for an instant they met hera Quickly 
averting her own she was startled to meet the look 
on Madame's face. Was she displeased, or was she 
ill, that she looked so pale? "Are you feeling faint, 
Madame. Shall I ?" 

"It is nothing," hurriedly interrupted Madame de 
Rohan. "The heat — surely it has become oppressive 
this afternoon. Thank you, mademoiselle," as the 
girl, standing so as to shield her from the observa- 
tion of the gentlemen, fanned her vigorously; "I 
thank you. That is refreshing. There, the faintness 
has passed." 
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Turning his back upon the bated heretic maiden, 
the abb^, speaking so that aho might hear, said to 
the captain, " By the way, my vaHant cousin, I hope 
that you can confirm the good news that has reached 
us in the provinces to the effect that his Most Catholic 
Majesty is hastening forward the holy work of ex- 
terminating that accursed Huguenot heresy out of 
France ? " 

Do Rohan's countenance was a study. By a curious 
relaxation of the muscles ho contrived to throw into 
his face an expression of indifference that bordered on 
stupidity, "Ma foi, Monsieur I'Abb^, but you have 
come to the wrong quarter for ecclesiastical in- 
telligence ! How could you expect a roving soldier 
of fortune to give you the last chapter of modern 
church historr ? My brains have no taste for Chat 
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tmth? one or none? Certes, but it is not his most 
pious Majesty's subordinate officers who can tell ! " 

The abb6 drew in his lips and bent his black brows 
upon his young relative in silence. He was vaguely, 
irritably conscious that the chevalier had been throw- 
ing dust in his eyes in such a fashion that even his 
keen-sightedness could not penetrate the cloud it had 
raised. As for Madame do Rohan she gazed at 
her son in mingled perplexity and alarm, her mental 
vision blinded by a mother's anxiety, seeing even less 
than did the abba's, inasmuch that she mistook the 
dust for gunpowder in the air. 

''Is his Most Catholic Majesty's army composed of 
infidels or merely of fools, may I ask ? " demanded the 
abb6 at length. 

De Rohan gazed meditatively at the fingers of his 
right hand, which he was slowly moving up and down 
the hilt of his sword. " Infidels ? " he repeated 
musingly. "Some of us, I believe, are philosophers. 
We hold with our countrymen that *We think and 
therefore we exist ... we can think of infinity and 
perfection; such ideas cannot exist from ourselves, 
but must have been imparted to us by a perfect and 
infinite Being, that Being we call God, therefore there 
must be a God ' — ^Voili, Monsieur TAbb^, the creed 
of the philosophera Unfortunately the name of their 
master has for the moment escaped me." A slight 
sound caused Ghiston to glance towards Azerole, whose 
lips had parted involuntarily. "Is it possible that 
mademoiselle can come to my rescue!" 

Blushing crimson^ for she felt the steel-grey eyes 
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of the AbW Tfitu fixed upon her, Azerole hurriedly 
muFDiured, " I have heard my father quote words like 
to these. He told me they were those of a French 
philosopher named DeacarteB." 

" Descartes ! To be sure," cried de Rohan. " I 
thank you, mademoiselle," and he bowed with a smile 
dill'orent &om the one he had bestowed upon the 
abb^. 

A moment or two later and Azerole made her escape 
from the arbour. " What does it all mean ? " she 
wondered, while she slowly ascended the flower-lerraced 
garden on her way to the ch&teau. " I had taken for 
granted that he was a bigoted Papist. Is it better 
or worse that he should be nothing at all ? But is 
he then naught but an unbeliever ? " She could not 
answer the ijUQBtion satisfactorily to herself. Aflor 
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ceaseless round of so-called pleasure. Truth to tell, 
he kept it up, not for his own sake, but for his 
mother's. Satiated with the hollow pastimes of 
Parisian society, he would thankfully have welcomed 
a season of quiet in the country. But he believed 
his mother was suffering both in health and spirits 
from an over-abundance of that very solitude which 
he craved for himself, and he cheerfully sacrificed his 
own wishes to what he imagined was her good. 

In those days Madame H^loise seemed to renew her 
youth, and she mixed in the gay crowd as one indeed 
bom to it, apparently enjoying all with the keenness 
of one who has for years been starved. It was some 
time before it dawned even upon the sharp-sighted 
Azerole that Madame's bnlliant flow of spirits was 
often forced, and that, while the smile was actually 
on her lips, there lurked in her eyes the old shadow 
of unrest. 

Azerole and Christophe lived apart from this whirl 
of ffites and entertainments. It is true that occasionally 
a visitor would arrive at the ch&teau who was not above 
noticing with kindly courtesy the governess of their 
hostess's cripple ward, and who did not seem to have 
been taught that heretics, more especially Vaudois, were 
the o&couring of the earth. But for the most part 
Azerole, although grateful for the friendly overtures 
of these few, kept herself strictly in the background, 
with the instinctive feeling that she was safer there. 
And in her capacity of governess to the little Monsieur 
de Beaur^ard, she could easily manage this, the more 
easily indeed that it seeiped actually to be a relief to 

^ 
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Madame H61oise vben the boj vas out of eveiybody'i 
sight, her own included. Long happj days Azerole 
and her charge spent together in the woods th&t 
summer, finding the time pass quickly enough in 
studying, reading, and hunting for wild flowers and 
fruits. The evea sameness of their life was aaved 
from monotony by frequent -visits to MalanoL These 
were red-letter days to both when Ii6on oune over 
to fetch them to spend the day at Uie him, Tru^ 
it was ft long way for the little invalid to ride, but 
Leon drew him so skilfully alopg the rough roads that 
the pleasure much more than outweighted the sense 
of fatigua Azerole also was hee to enjoy these expedi- 
tions with unalloyed delight, for Michel Boussier, who 
was not likely to forget in a hurry hia introduction to 
Monsieur the captain, and who had no mind to risk 
a second meeting, had after all betaken him^Jf to 
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before long, de Rohan was ready to declare that, 
when other people ruffled his temper, he had only to 
betake himself to the farm to be petted into amiability 
again. 

Moreover, he had discovered at the homestead an 
attraction which it certainly had not possessed in his 
childish days, and this new interest was L^on Montoux. 
Far from despising the Vaudois as a heretic barbet, 
Captain de Rohan seemed to consider the lad's trying 
position as but an additional cause for befriending him. 
Notwithstanding the fact that in age the young men 
were unequal, that in station and creed they were 
widely diiFerent, that their careers lay far apart, there 
was more in common between the two than appeared 
on the surface. De Rohan was quick to discover that 
the pastor's son was well educated, well mannered, with 
a spirit of manly independence underneath his habit 
of reserve; and it roused the elder man's admiration 
to see the quiet courage with which the lad dignified 
the subordinate place he occupied among those who 
in many respects were his inferiors. 

A stray word at their first meeting having betrayed 
the fact that Montoux shared de Rohan's passion for 
botanising, the captain, whenever he could escape from 
the guests at the ch&teau, would ride over to Malanot, 
calmly demand from M. Broussel the loan of his young 
secretary, and set off with L&)n for long hours together 
specimen hunting on the hills or in the depths of the 
forests. In the course of their rambles the two became 
confidential, and long before there had dawned more 
Apon Azeirole than that Monsieur de Rohan was not 
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the bigoted Papist she had imagiiied him to be, L^on 
— ELB none other had yet done — had begun to under- 
stand and sympathise with the confusion of mind into 
which de Rohan's relifjioua beliefs, or rather his un- 
bohefs, had throwu liiiu. 



CHAPTER X 



IN THE SALON 



*" Who is that distinguished-looking girl with the beau- 
tiful brown eyes over yonder, cara mia?" asked the 
Signora CorbinellL 

The Comtesse de Villeroi followed her friend's gaze 
towards a window-recess in the salon at Castel Brianza, 
where a number of guests were assembled for a musical 
soir^, one evening towards the end of September. 
"Ah! that young person!" she replied indifferently. 
"That is the cripple de Beaur^ard's governess. Our 
eccentric hostess elects to make a prot^^ of the girl, 
and consequently the creature is lifted altogether out 
of her place. It were better taste, in my opinion, to 
keep persons of that description in the background. 
What folly to dress up a heretic barbette as a court 
demoiselle !" and the comtesse, half enviously, half im- 
patiently, turned away her head so that she could no 
longer see the objectionable person in question. 

Undoubtedly the governess was well dressed that 
evening. Her slight, graceful figure was shown to ad- 
vantage in a gown whose chief charm was its extreme 
simplicity, a fEict which the showy comtesse failed to 
perceiva The dress was of a fine silky stuff, the colour 
a dark blue relieved by a dash of silver-grey, with soft 
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juitiiDgs of lace at neck and sleeves. Her only adorn- 
ment was a spray of crimson flowers which Christoph© 
had fastened among the glossy braids of her hair. 

A light touch on the comtesse'B shoulder caused her 
a momentary embarrassment. " Ah, my dear HiSIoise," 
she exclaimed, trying to cover her confusion with a light 
laugh, " I infer from the gravity of your countenance 
that you have arrived in time to hear my criticisms 
upon you and your prot6gfe. But, mon amie, you must 
admit it were more prudent in these days of ours to 
keep such a doubtful favourite out of sight ? " 

" Because she is a somewhat pretty thing for older 
and plainer people to have a look at, eh, comtesse ?" 

Her hostess's smile seemed to have an irritating effect 
upon Madame de Villeroi, who was a faded beauty of 
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are not aware how that, under the new regime — Madame 
Scarron's, that is — it is no longer fashionable for the 
old Huguenot noblesse to worship the shades of their 
ancestors? Certesl their very diadiness forbids the 
cuUe. Such personages — as to creed, I mean/' the 
comtesse lowered her voice significantly, " are best for- 
gotten, ma ch&re H^loise." 

There was a spiteful intonation in the last words, but 
Madame de Bohan merely bowed coldly, and, turning 
away, linked her arm in that of her son, who at that 
moment approached the group. 

'^ Madra mia»" he said, when, with elaborate politeness, 
he had saluted the other two ladies, "Monsieur de 
Bamne tells me you promised him a rare musical treat 
this evening. We are all awaiting with impatience the 
surprise you have in store for us." 

" It is in fulfilment of my promise that I requested 
Mademoiselle Montoux to join us this evening, in order 
that she might give us the pleasure of hearing her sing 
one of the old Proven$al ballads, with which the Baron 
used to be familiar in olden days. My son, will you 
now beg mademoiselle to do us this favour." 

It was with some surprise in his face, for he had 
never yet heard Azerole sing, that Captain de Rohan 
advanced to the recess, and, giving the young Yaudoise 
his hand, conducted her to a slightly raised dais at the 
upper end of the salon. ** Mademoiselle Montoux has 
kindly consented to sing to us one of the ancient songs 
of Provence, mesdames and messieurs," he informed 
the company in a voice that called for silence. 

The announcement was received with elaborate ex- 
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pressious of formal courtesy, but in not a few o&sea the 
politoness veilecl a half- mocking, bail-impatient amile of 
contempt for their hostess's incomprebensible infatua- 
tion for her heretic prot4g6e. 

Tremblingly the girl took her stand in front of a tall 
marble statue, against which she leant for an instant to 
steady herself. It was not that the thought of singing 
made her nervous, she knew her voice would not fail 
bor; but the scorn on the faoes by which she was 
surrounded bad not escaped her notice. She had no 
sooner begun to sing, however, than a sudden change 
came over the company. The low hum of talk was 
hushed into a breathless silence, the card-players foi^ot 
their game, all turned their gaze towards the modest 
figure who stood with bands lightly clasped and down- 
cast eyes, forgetful of everything now save her music and 
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Vaudoise 7 Hod not Madame again and again warned 
ber that the fact had best not be proclaimed ? M. de 
Baume would no longer oare for the singing if he knew 
the singer was a heretio barbette. " My grandfather 
was Provenfal, monsieur/' she said. 

But now from all sides there oame eager requests for 
another song. Divining the taste of her audience, 
Azerole chose this time a stirring chanson of Bertran 
de Bom's of troubadour fame, a rousing piece which 
gave full scope to the power and compass of her yoice. 
Canried away by the wild spirit both of words and 
music, excited by the very evident appreciation of the 
listeners, Azerole failed to notice a slight movement 
behind her where the curtains of a side entrance to the 
salon had been noiselessly drawn back. When she had 
finished, the chorus of deep-toned ** Bravos 1 " almost 
startled her, and she was about to descend from the 
* daSs when de Rohan came forward. "Mademoiselle, 
do you happen to know another of de Bom's odes, 
'Bien me sourit le doux printemps'f " She smilingly 
bowed assent, and he lifted his violin from its case. 
"Ah, then permit me, mademoiselle, to have the 
pleasure of accompanying you," he eagerly petitioned. 
Blushing with pleasure she waited in a shy silence 
while he tuned his instrument, with a deliberation that 
enabled him in the meantime to take critical and 
admiring note of the girlish figure in blue and grey with 
the crimson flowers in her hair and the still more lovely 
carnation in her cheeka 

Absorbed in thought, Azerole was unconscious of his 
gaze. Above the sound of his voice, above the tumult 
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of applause, another voice, that of conscience, had been 
trying to make itself heard. As it happened, that sama 
war-aong of de Bern's bad been set to altogether 
diA'erent words by Madame Montouz, bersolf some- 
thing of a poet ; and this new version which Azerole 
bad been accustomed to sing was not the troubadour's 
savage shout over bis fallen foes, but the call to arms of 
the church militant, sounding out their triumphant 
songs of praise as they beat down the enemies of their 
Lord and His Christ. " If you sing your motber'a 
translation," whispered conscience, " you will be singing 
for your Lord and Master, and the words may bring a 
message to some poor soul here," But another voice 
was ready with the quick reply, " They would not 
listen. They would call it a heretic'iS song. At the 
least they would laugh it to scorn as a parody upon__ 
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alert ears he followed every one of the clear sweet notes 
as they floated through the vast room, now hushed to a 
breathless silence. When the prolonged applause at 
the end of the song had subsided, the priest receded 
once more within the shade of the curtains. 

"Tou are a lover of music. Monsieur I'Abb^?" 
remarked a young lady near by who had observed his 
absorbed attention. 

" Not a lover, signorina^ but a judge if you will. I 
have the privilege to hold the sacred ofSce of Father 
Oonfessor to the demoiselles of St. Cyr, and my 
services in matters concerning that remarkable insti- 
tution are commanded from time to time by its 
guardian-angel " 

"Madame the King's wife you mean, Monsieur 
FAbb^," interposed his fiftir questioner with a short 
laugh. 

The abb^ bowed. "Madame de Maintenon knows 
the profound interest I take in that institution, of 
-which she is the noble founder and patron; and, un- 
worthy though I be of such an honour, she condescends 
to entrust to me the task of selecting the lady-pre- 
-ceptors, musical and otherwise." 

"That school is becoming quite a hobby of 
Madame's,** struck in the Comtesse de Wleroi, who 
had joined the group about the abb^. Alphonse TStu, 
one of the fiAVourite preachers of the Chapel Royal, 
was for the time being popular with the ladies. 
"Have you heard the last story of St Cyr, Monsieur 
I'Abbd?" The ecclesiastic's bow signified a readiness 
to be entertained. "Madame de Maintenon's cousin, 
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aa without doubl you are aware, is an obstinate 
Hugncnot, and actually refused to have his chiidreD 
educated in the true faith. But Madame was a match 
for him. He was ordered off on a cruise. He returned 
to find his little daughter safely immured at St. Cyr, 
and — such is the supernatural authority of the place 
— already a devout Catholic. The child— she was nine 
years old — had been bribed on the one hund with daily 
surfeits of music, of which she was fond, and on the 
other with starvation rations in the shape of whippings, 
for which she had a distaste, and thus her conversion 
became a suocesH as easy as it was beautiful. Un- 
fortunately the beauty of the affair did not strike 
Monsieur, the father of the petite, but, ma foil what 
reiimined to be said when the kidnapper was Madame 
the King's wife 1 " 
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perception Alphonse T6tu swiftly withdrew his gaze, 
to find still further to his chagrin that not far off, 
possibly within hearing of the conversation, stood 
Madame de Bohan. 

A few minutes later Madame H^loise approached 
Azerole, who was listening to de Rohan while he dis- 
, coursed to her upon the respective merits of the old 
ballad-music of France and Spain. In a voice so 
distinct that all might have heard, and so cold that 
it sounded almost harsh, Madame de Rohan said, 
"Thank you, mademoiselle. You have done your 
best to oblige us by singing for our entertainment, 
but now I am sure you must needs be fatigued. 
Moreover, Monsieur de Beauregard, were he to awake, 
will look for his mademoiselle to be by him. And," 
but this last was spoken so low that Azerole, who had 
drawn back proudly erect, did not catch it, "am2, 
child, the Abbe TStu has arrived." 

Thus Azerole Montoux was dismissed from the 
salon, the girl's chest heaving with a sense of hurt 
pride. For a moment she stood motionless and alone, 
for Madame de Rohan had moved away and was 
mingling with the crowd of guests at the other end 
of the room. It was hard to be thus publicly reminded 
that she was but a poor dependant, one of the heretic 
pariahs of society. What right had any one to treat 
her as such ? Nay, had not Madame herself told her 
to remember at all times that she was a de Mont^ 
limart? And had she not this very evening been 
the centre of admiration, and deservedly s6 ? She 
looked for Gaston de Rohan with a vague belief that 
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he wotild not stand by and see her humiliated; bat 
he, more astute on this occasion than she, had re- 
cognised hiB mother's toDO to be that of an actor, 
and, scenting danger in the air for the young Yaudoise, 
had promptly taken bbe timely warning. He iras 
now talking vith great animation to a lady resplendent 
in velvet and diamonds, who to all appearance was 
captivating him with her smiles. A^erole swiftly 
turned away, and slipped unobserved &om the salon. 

On reaching her own room she flung herself into a 
chair, and her over-wrought nerves relieved themselves 
in a burst of tears. For the moment she had forgotten 
Christophe. Disturbed by her entrance he awoke with 
a frightened cry, and Azerole, rising hastily, approached 
his cot, and stooping over him soothingly spoke his 
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penitently. " It takes so little to make me vain as a 
peacooL It was just the same when I was a child and 
went to stay for a little while at Mont^mart in France 
with my mother^s cousin Mdlle. C^cile. I liked people 
to praise my dark eyes and my fine voice, and I quite 
believed the old Count who kissed my hand and told 
me that when I sang I looked like a little angeL Then, 
when I came back to the old presbyt^, h^las! it 
seemed so small and poor I And, when I told mother 
all about my gay life at Mont^limart, I thought her 
hard when she said, ' Ah, my little Azerole, dost thou 
not know that it is not the beautiful face, nor the 
beautiful dothes, nor the beautiful voice that makes 
the angel, but it is the beautiful heart ? ' " 

The tears were dropping fast through the girl's 
fingers. "I went down to the salon this evening 
without asking the Qod of the Vaudois to keep me 
strong and brave for the right, and now — 1 ah, the 
mean littleness of it all 1 I had the opportunity to sing 
for the truth but I thrust it away ; and worse, far worse, 
I felt ashamed to own myself a Yaudoise 1 " 

It was long before Azerole Montoux thought of going 
to bed that night But at last comfort came to her. 
"Although mother knew how vain and wrong her 
Azerole ofbtunes was, she was ever loving and forgiv- 
ing. And will not our Father God, for Christ's sake, 
be the saine although He knows all 7 " 



CHAPTER XI 

MILTON rsasUB DAKTE 

The soiree at which Azerole Montouz sang her Fro- 
venial ballads was a farewell entertainment to the 
visitors who were leaving Castel Brianza the following 
wcelc. The captain had b^ged that no more guests 
should be invited to the oh&teau. " For the remainder 
of my stay I want to have you to myself, madre mia," 
he had said to his mother. And he apoke the truth, for 
not even to himself would Gaston de Rohan have con- 
fessed ihftt his ehief longing to be rid of the restraint of 
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to look at the picture in the autnmn-tinted glade, and 
the querulous tone showed Monsieur de Beauregard's 
temper to be what Jacqueline would have called 
" woven in the cross-grain." " I will not read any more 
of my fables to you, Mademoiselle Azerole Montoux. I 
am much fatigued. Nay, more, it is your turn to 
amuse rne. Lay down your work, will not you, and 
sing to me? Your lace must needs have grown a 
league in lengtL" 

With a laugh Azerole obeyed. Putting aside her 
pillow she sang him one of his favourite songs, a quaint 
bcurccuroUe full of curious trills and flourishes which 
were the child's delight. Ejiowing his taste in that 
line Azerole merrily improvised a number of spirited 
shakes and quavers not to be found in the original 
composition. 

" Bravo ! " shouted Christophe, clapping his hands as 
the singer, after a rush of silvery ripples, ended in a peal 
of laughter at her own performance. '' Bravo ! it seems 
just as if the nightingales had come back for a good-bye 
concert, and had all gone crazy in the middle. Bravo ! " 

" And now," said his governess, resuming her work, '' if 
you will read aloud the fable of * The Grasshopper and 
the Ant,' you will find. Monsieur de Beaur^ard, that 
the moral of all this is that, if I sing all the autumn, 
vraiment, I shall be hungry all the winter." 

Christophe laughed derisively, then, book in hand, 
looked earnestly at Azerole. ''I have been cross- 
tempered many times this day, yet you have not 
scolded me once, Azerole. Jacqueline would hava" 

Rising, the girl went to him, and softly laid her 

I 
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cheek against bis. " Comment 1 " she said, half tenderly, 
half lightly, " know you not then that httle ChristopheB, 
who camiot run ahout and play like other hoys, and 
yet for the most part are wondrous good and patient, 
do not deserve a scolding except perchance once in 
three years ? " 

Christophe laughed again, and, his good-humotir now 
completely restored, he was about to read, vhen the 
trees which enclosed the mossy glade where the two 
had established themselves were pushed aside, and 
Monsieur de Rohan appeared with a grave apol<^ for 
his intrusion, and an appeal to be allowed to remain for 
a little while. " I am sure to be cross-tempered if you 
send me away, whereas were I to stay, you would see 
that I could prove both useful and ornamental," he 
pleaded. And taking the hook from Christophe, he ful- 




MILTON VERSUS DANTE 131 

"Monsieur, I do not like the 'Divina Commedia/ the 
portions, that is, which I know. The imagery, the 
language, they are grandly beautiful, but the poet 
speaks not the truth." Gaston looked at her inquir- 
ingly. ''Monsieur, he is not true to Grod, nor to the 
Bibla You will remember, monsieur, that I am a 
Vaudoisa The Yaudois do not love what contradicts 
the Holy Scriptures." 

She half expected to hear his scornful laugh, or to 
see hiTTi turn away in displeasure at her presumption ; 
but by way of answer he repeated from memory one 
or two of his favourite cantos from the Paradise. 
<' Mademoiselle," he said after a pause, somewhat 
disappointed with Azerole's imresponsiveness, " you fol- 
lowed the Italian, did you not?" 

She smiled. '* Oh yes, monsieur. To us Yaudois 
Italian is as familiar as French. I enjoyed the poetry 
and your repeating of it, but — " she stammered and 
hesitated, feeling uncomfortably that something more 
was expected of her, and distressed to seem imcourteous. 

" Nevertheless you do not like the poem ? " 

She shook her head. '' Monsieur de Rohan, were I 
to believe Dante's Paradise to be true, I should not 
want to go to heaven. In the heaven of the Holy 
Scriptures there is no queen save the bride, the Lamb's 
wife, she who is the true Church of Qod. Dante sees 
in his Paradise the 'Lovely One/ who is Mary of 
Nazareth. In the Father's house there is indeed One 
who is ' altogether lovely.' He is our Beloved, and we 
are His, and we love the thought of going to heaven, 
because there we shall be with Christ, which is far 
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SO, heaven would not seem Home to me ! " 

The young girl's voice trembled with p 
feeling, but now, overwhelmed with sudden < 
as she caught de Rohan's gaze fixed upon 
blushed and stopped. '' Pardon me, monsieu 
forgetting myself to speak bo boldly." 

The captain bowed. " There is nothing to 
for, mademoiselle/' he said, and, apparently inU 
the subject, he led her on still further to ex 
views regarding the future life. "It is beai 
strange your fancy about death, mademoiselle," 
remarked, "a mere stepping from a lower r 
higher, and at once the child is at Home in th 
house, no purgatorial fires barring the way. 
belief, methinks, would remove all cause for f ei 
for regret because of the shortness of life. Ac 
your remarkable creed a life cut off in its prL 
Dven in the very act of death, into fulness of 1; 
His light tone jarred upon Azerole; but, 
glanced gravely at him, she caught a look 1 
her wonder whether his would-be carelessne 
assumed to hide a deeper feeling. For a fe^ 
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mother's library contains a book which would be 
entirely to your taste. It is called 'A Dialogue be- 
tween Pope Julius II., a familiar Spirit, and Peter at 
the Door of Heaven.' The piece, a clever satire expos- 
ing the abuses of the Papacy, afforded much amuse- 
ment in France a hundred years ago, when it was 
actually tolerated on the stage. The name of the writer 
never transpired, but it was popularly believed to have 
been from the pen of Erasmus." 

"Erasmus!" The word was a mere exclamation of 
scorn, and Azerole's lips curled as she spoke it 

Gaston was amused, no less than surprised. " Com- 
ment, mademoiselle! Was not Erasmus the greatest, 
inasmuch as he was the first of the Reformers ? Certes, 
he paved the way for Martin Luther, the hero of your 
Protestantism." 

"Yes," she returned, a fine scorn still in her voice. 
" It was true what the monks said of Erasmus — ' He 
laid the egg that Luther hatched.' And they might 
have added that if the hatching had depended upon 
Erasmus, the Reformation would never have seen the 
light of day. A friend of my father's in Germany sent 
him a copy of some of Erasmus's letters. All of them 
were clever, some were grand, even noble, but not a few 
were what the German professor called masterpieces of 
the sublimely contemptible. It was so evident from 
these letters that Erasmus stood aloof from Luther, not 
because he did not agree with him, but because he 
feared for himself and the Church to which he clung, the 
bursting of the storm he felt sure would follow, if Martin 
Luther persisted in fighting to the death against error," 



" Unfortunately your reformer, monsii 
Desiderius Erasmus more oven than the 1 
the truth. He wrote to a friend that, al 
knew reforms were needed, he would rather 
left aa they were than that there should be a 
leading to one knew not what. Others 
martyrs if they liked. For his part, if troubl 
feared he should do like Peter. And bo I 
he refused to read Luther's writings. Ha set 
a&aid that he might in honesty be obliged 
of them, and that his approval might brinf 
danger." 

" Are you not somewhat hard upon the p 
asked Gaston, still amused at her vehemence 

Azerole blushed. " Pardon mo, monsiei 
remembering my father's indignation whe 
aloud those letters of Erasmus to my moth 
ought also to remember how he said, ' Poor 
He was a great man, and with a grain or tv 
nero.' H 
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''I say again, mademoiselle, are you not hard on 
Eraanus ? After all, a man living in dangerous times 
has need to be prudent I, too, am for liberty of con- 
science in religion. I hold with Erasmus that no 
man should be persecuted for his opinions. But, in 
declining to rush into the arena of Church politics 
merely to lose his life through provoking a battle of 
words, Erasmus was simply exercising towards himself 
the mercy and consideration he was at the very time 
thus eloquently claiming for his fellow-men." 

^Pardon me, monsieur, but it was not a question, 
methinks, of rushing into the arena or keeping out 
of it," protested Azerole. "To Christ's soldiers had 
come, then as now, the call to arms. The enemy was 
in the field. The fight had already begun. Erasmus 
was there, whether he willed it or no. But he refused 
either to carry the colours or to wciu: the uniform 
of his Captain. I warrant. Monsieur de Rohan, that 
is not the way the knights of France are wont to war 
against the enemy in the field." 

"I see, mademoiselle, you hold that in no circimi- 
stances is prudence the better part of valour," laughed 
the captain ; but the laugh, even to himself, sounded a 
little forced. 

The next day was wild and stormy, a rough reminder 
that summer had gone and that winter was already 
on its way. Outside the October wind blew in angry 
gusts, driving the rain in swirls about the gardens, 
beating tempestuously against the windows of the 
ch&teau, and drenching with sudden shower-baths the 
statues in the court. But within doors all was warmth, 
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and comfort at Castel Erianza. A great fire burned 
ID the hall, Christophe's couch was drawn up to the 
cheery blaze, and close by sat Madame do Kohan and 
Azerole at work and expectant. 

The trio had not been waiting many minutes when 
they were joined by de Rohan. " Mesdamea and 
monsieur," he said, a mixture of grave and gay in 
his tone, "seeing that our planet earth presents but 
few attractions to us this afternoon, I propose that 
we, all four of us, should straightway set forth on a 
journey to Paradiao. Nay, mademoiselle, have no fear" 
— this to Azerole, who had glanced up apprehensively. 
" On this occasion our guide will not be Dante Alighieri. 
Comment, Monsieur de Beauregard, you too ! " he ex- 
claimed, shaking his head reprovingly at Christophe, 
whose forehead was puckered with a frown of dis- 
aonroval at slo'ht of the bulkv roll of manuacrinL^ 
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he began, addressing his mother, but his gaze the while 
furtively directed towards the still figure on the opposite 
side of the hearth. Her head was bent over her lace- 
pillow, and out and in among her wayy brown hair 
the fire-light diligently wove threads of gold. " I told 
you that last year, how, when our regiment was in 
the Low Countries, I was laid down with fever for nigh 
upon eight weeks in Rotterdam. Eh bien, in the house 
where I lodged there was an English refugee, one of 
England's nobleaae in more senses than one. I shall 
never forget his kindness to me. He was one of the 
truly good and truly happy, and yet he had sacrificed 
his all — ^his fortune, his family, his life — ^for he was 
slowly dying — all for the sake of what he called the 
truth. It was as well, perchance, that these weeks 
came to an end at last, for Sir Edward — he was a 
Protestant — would soon have made a heretic of me; 
and, certes, that would have been the spoiling of a 
good Papist." Madame de Rohan glanced at her son 
with a quick look of anxiety. His forced lightness of 
tone did not deceive her; she knew that underneath 
there was earnest in his words. With the abruptness 
of one who had been betrayed into saying more than 
he intended, the captain left the subject of creed and 
turned to another. ''Sir Edward had been five years 
an exile in Holland, and to help to while away the time 
he had occupied himself in translating into French a 
book of poetry written by a countryman of his, one 
John Milton. When we parted he gave the manu- 
script to me. The piece is called 'Paradise Lost/ 
I have read but a few pages ; but, truly, and if the rest 
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be like unto these few, I warraDt we shall find the 
whole amazir^ fine reading." 

De Rohan's expectations were more than fulfilled. 
"Paradise Lost" proved a great treat to hm audience. 
The afternoons were looked forward to with impationce 
by the ladies, and their appreciation was proved by the 
fact that they oftener than not forgot to continue their 
work in the interest of listening. Even Christophe, 
raising himself on his elbow with his head leaning on 
his liand, would follow with delight the story of the 
great war in heaven, while ever and again Gaston, who 
was very mindful of the little fellow, would pause to 
explain some passage which was above the boy's com- 
prehension. When the sixth book was reached, and 
Salan with his infernal machines bid fair to overthrow 
the hosts of God, Christophe cover«d his face with his 
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longed until the hour for the evening meal, whereupon 
de Rohan would exert his authority, not always un- 
successfully, to prevail upon his friend to remain to 
supper first and music afterwards. And thus the days 
passed pleasantly and swiftly on, and the time drew 
near for monsieur the captain's departure to rejoin 
his regiment, now under orders for the German 
frontier. The coming parting was in every one's 
mind, yet none, not even Christophe, seemed to care 
to speak of what was now becoming the uppermost 
thought with all. Throughout these last days Azerole 
appeared to be scarcely herself, moods of forced gaiety 
alternated with fits of strange silence, while into her 
eyes at times would come a hungry wistfulness like 
the pathetic look of a dimib animal in pain« As for 
Madame Hfloise, she moved about the house incessantly 
occupied in seeing to her son's outfit, making arrange- 
ments for his future comfort, attending with scrupulous 
exactness to every detail of the business matters which 
she talked over with him and the lawyer from Turin ; 
and although each day saw her grow more thin and 
worn-looking, her voice and manner were marked by 
the old impassiveness, which Azerole now knew told 
of an inward struggle to maintain an outward calm. 
And Christophe, determined to show himself the man 
he fain would be, shed his tears in secret, and talked 
less and less when Ghiston was by. 

One evening — ^it wanted but a few days to the one 
fixed for the captain's departure — the family party, of 
which Lton formed one, were gathered in Madame's 
boudoir. An attempt to drive away dull care by the 
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help of music had eignally failed, and L^n, with a 
sudden inspiration, proposed that Gaaton should read 
over again some of their favourite pasaagea from " Para- 
dise Lost." The suggestion was a happy one, and there 
was not one of the group but felt the better and 
the stronger for listening to words that carried their 
thoughts above themselves and earth's cares right up 
to their "Almighty Father" "the Omnipotent," in 
whose stupendous schemes of Creation and Redemption 
the plan of each one of their little Uves had from all 
eternity had its place. 

" 1 shall leave this with you, L6on," said de Rohan, 
proceeding to fold up the roll, " A roving soldier is no 
safe custodian of things valuable," and with a smile he 
handed the manuscript to his friend, who accepted the 
trust with a quick hand-clasp and fiuah of pleasure. 



J 



MILTON VERSUS DANTE 141 

outside. Into the same secret receptacle the prince 
slipped his reply, then flung the make-believe coin 
across the moat, where it was picked up by a friend 
in waiting on the further side. Yoilit, little man Chris- 
tophe, I shall leave that with you as your keepsake. 
Tou will take better care of it than I should, I trow." 

Apparently debating something with himself, the 
child held the little silver box in his hand for a moment 
in silence. "Gaston," he asked at length and doubt- 
fully, " may people do what they please with a keep- 
sake?" De Rohan nodded assent. ''Ecco, if you 
will allow me, I shall give this to Michel Roussier." 
Without noticing the surprise both of Azerole and 
Lten, Christophe continued in what he considered a 
confidential aside, "Michel Roussier is a kind man. 
Twice he gave me a present of a pretty picture. He 
said it would perchance entertain me while Made- 
moiselle Montoux accompanied him for a walk in the 
woods. But, although I always remembered to give 
Azerole the message, she was never able to go with 
him, which was a pity, was it not? I felt sad for 
Michel Roussier, for he was vastly disappointed each 
time, and I have often wished that / might give him 
a present, something he would truly like. I asked 
Monsieur Broussel, and he told me his nephew Michel 
had a — a — ah, yes — a mouldering mania for ancient 
dilapidation-worthlessnesa And this queer box, I vow, 
will be just exactly what would mightily please him 
for his museum of strange things. I thought at first 
I should like to keep it for myself, but you know I 
have La Fontaine for my keepsake." 
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" By all means give the coid as a solace to Monsieur 
Koussier," Captain do Rohan rasponded, with a hearti- 
ness that waa truly surprisit^, conaideriag the un- 
favourable opinion he had foimed of the gentleman 



At that moment the clock struck nine, and, rising, 
Liion reluctantly announced that he must go. A silence 
fell upon the little company. There was an unwilling- 
ness to say farewell, which told that the thought of a 
longer parting was again casting its shadow over their 
spirits. 

"Just one last song," pleaded Gaston. "Who knows 
but this may be our last opportunity," he urged, look- 
ing at Azerole, and there was that in his face which 
silenced the refusal which had risen to the lips she 
was liuding it difficult to steady. 

"Then let it be the 'TuTsUsc'aPsalm.'" said I^oo. 
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head, moved, he could scarce have told why, by words 
and music that seemed to bum into his very souL 
Little he guessed that the bright constellation of pro- 
mises grouped together in the last verse was destined 
long afterwards to shine forth when, in his hour of 
darkest, sorest need, he was groping blindly for some 
standing ground on which to stay himsel£ 



''The Lord shall keep thy sotd ; He shall 
Preserve thee from all ilL 
Henceforth thy going out and in 
God keep for ever wilL" 



CHAPTER XII 



OOKFIDBNCES 



The following moming dawned a sombre grey, bul 
later od the sun broke through the veil, and, apparently 
anxious to make amends for his previous unavoidable 
absence, shone with an ardour that made it impossible 
induors or out to ignore his prosouoe. 

About three o'clock in the afternoon Gaston and 
Azerule were standing in the hall endeavouring by 
tlieir united eEforta to petsuade Madame H^oise that 
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on their way to Pinerolo to take farewell of Monsieur 
his cousin. 

-Azerole," whispered Christophe, raising himself on 
his elbow, "I wish you could have taken me away. 
He/' pointing to the group at the further end of the 
hall, ''he is always seeing me with his icicle-eyes. 
Look ! yonder he stands watching us now. The prior 
is ugly too, but do you know, Azerole, when I stare at 
Monsieur TAbb^ a long time without moving my eyes 
from his face, he seems to be slowly, slowly turning into 
a serpent like the rest of the demons in Monsieur John 
de Milton, you remember? Ugh I" and Christophe, 
with a grimace of mingled fear and disgust, half averted 
his face. 

Azerole had drawn as far as might be out of sight 
within the shadow of a curtain behind the couch, but 
now, glancing furtively across to where Monsieur TAbb^ 
stood, she saw that it was indeed at the little cripple he 
was gazing so fixedly. The ecclesiastic's brow was 
furrowed with a &own, and he had the air of a man in 
pursuit of some shadowy memory which to his annoy- 
ance always succeeded in eluding his grasp. Azerole 
suddenly stepped in front of her charga " Lie down, 
Christophe," she said, a touch of imusuid peremptoriness 
in her tone. The boy obeyed wonderingly, and at that 
moment the voice of Prior Ugon roused Monsieur I'Abb^ 
from his momentary abstraction. 

"Mayhap we are somewhat premature in our fare- 
wells," the prior was saying in his suave voice ; " but, 
as our good brother Alphonse remarked, it were better 
to be too soon than too late in such a case. Our 

K 



Tetu rather than to the prior. " With 
Monsieur I'Abb^ thinks to join our par 
ansioua naturally to obtain exact informati 

With difficulty the abb^ had suppressc 
" My morementf^ oher cousin, are at aU 
uncertain," ho replied evasively. 

"Without doubt we shall meet again ere 
differently rejoined the young man. 

"You will be quartered for the winter L 
on your return to France, monsieur, is it 
asked the prior with a farther show of interet 

" No, Monsieur Rorenco. As it happens m 
is ordered to the German &ontier," and Gast 
ceremoniously to Prior Ugon, saw, without j 
see, that the eyes of the two priests had 
meaning glance for an instant, then both 1 
away. 

After a little more talk the visitors, deolinii] 
of hospitality on the plea of lack of tiuK 
H r I'Ab 
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perchance interest you. Tou remember, I dare say, 
the Count of Mondovi? Eh bien, it appears he has 
met with another disappointment. The child is a 
girL Tou knew, of course, that he had married 
again?" 

If he had struck her Madame de Rohan could hardly 
have looked more startled. She staggered back, 
putting her hand out blindly to catch at some 
support "Married again?" she repeated mechani- 
cally, staring fixedly at the Abb6 T6tu. 

The sight of her face, the soimd of her voice drove 
away his momentary preoccupation; and now the 
priest remembered having heard years ago that it 
was expected the Coimt, ''Mondovi the Black," as he 
was called, would marry for his second wife the 
beautiful widow of Major de Rohan. The half-amused 
smile that flickered for a moment on the ecclesiastic's 
thin lips was genuine, and was gone in a moment. 
Madame H^oise had both seen and imderstood it, 
however, and on the instant^ relieved by that smile 
from a great terror, she had regained her self-possession. 
True, she was deathly pale, and her hand still clutched 
the back of the chair beside her, but she stood erect, 
and her voice was kept well imder control 

" I had heard naught either of the Coimt's marriage 
or of the — ^the child. But I am glad if it be that his 
marriage has brought him happiness. Monsieur the 
Count always preferred to live in his country chftteau, 
and it was dull for him with mademoiselle his daughter 
absent at the convent school." 

"Mademoiselle de Mondovi is no longer at the 
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uoDvent, but al the court, one of its most brillmnt 
ornaments. You forget, Madame, she is do longer the 
child you remember." 

" True, I was forgetting that. Monsieur I'Abb^," she 
rejoined, her voice now coldlj indifferent. Tumiug 
from him, her manner distant and haughtj, she made 
her adieux to the others of the party and retired to her 
boudoir, the door of which she closed behind her. 

Gaston followed his visitors into the court, where the 
horses were waiting. After seeing them off he returned 
to the hall, and began gravely pacing up and down. 

" Gaston," called Christophe, " will you bo pleased to 
carry me into Madame H61oise's boudoir ?" 

Tlio young man stopped short, looked at the cripple 
hesitatingly, then shook his head. 

" Ah, you do not understand," persisted the boy, 
eatterly raising himself on his elbow. 



I 
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stood gazing dreamily out into the court, " if you are at 
leisure at present, I should very much like to have a 
talk with you." She gave a ready if somewhat wonder- 
ing assent. " The shelter of the woods will be charming, 
but you must be i^armly clad, for the autumn air 
becomes somewhat chilly in the afternoons." 

Stepping within a curtained recess he brought out 
a cloak of his mother^s and wrapped it about her 
shoulders. She thanked him with a smile, blushing 
shyly the while and wholly unconscious of the pretty 
picture she made, her flushed face peeping out &om the 
soft fur and crimson silk lining of the hood she had 
drawn over her head. Gaston, who took an unconscion- 
ably long minute to adjust the mantle to his satisfac- 
tion, had a full view of the picture, and it seemed to 
have a silencing effect upon him, for he strode along by 
her side to the very outskirts of the park without 
uttering a word. At first Azerole, who felt like one 
walking in a dreamy maze, missed nothing. Presently, 
however, she awoke to the realisation of the silence, and 
it began to oppress her uncomfortably. 

" Monsieur," she ventured at last, " I think you said 
there was something you wanted to say to me." 

Ay, truly there was more than one thing he wanted 
to say, but the something that was uppermost could 
not be said now. Resolutely driving it from him for 
the present, he brought his mind back to the matter 
about which he wished to consult her. They had now 
entered the plantation& De Rohan turned into a glade 
shadowed at the further end by the sombre foliage 
of a grove of ilex trees. Slowly, and still in silence 
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for a few minutes, the tvo pacod up and down the 
narrow piece of level award. Stopping short at length, 
dc Rohan asked abruptly, " Mademoiselle Montouz, am 
I right in beUevii^ that you love my mother?" A 
tender little smile was her quiok reply. " I thought as 
much," he murmured. " It is that which makes it 
possible for ma to speak. I am in the strange position 
of having no one to whom I may unburden myself and 
I feel, mademoiselle, that I can trust you." Speech 
came unreadily to Azerole, but he seemed to read her 
unspoken words, as she simply bowed her head. 

" It is of Madame my mother I would speak," went 
on do Rohan in a troubled voice. " I feel sure she is not 
well in health ; I saw it whenever I came, but of late the 
thought has come to me that there is something on my 
mother's mind, and it is that which ia making her ill" 
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wondered at that H^loise de Rohan and Alphonse T6ta 
should not love one another, but that he should have it 
in his power to annoy her is a mystery I fail to fathom." 
For a minute he remained deep in thought, his brows 
knit, his mouth stem. Yet, when he next spoke, his 
tone was singularly gentle. ** Mademoiselle, I am my 
mother's only protector, and I am obliged to leave her. 
I feel that you are her friend. I am going to ask you 
to watch over her for me while I am gona May I take 
thisUberty?" 

Some strong feeling moved the girl almost to tears. 
"Monsieur," she said huskily, ''I would do anything 
for Madame H^loise. She has been like a mother to 
me, and so far as I can I wiU be a daughter to her. 
Yes, truly you may trust me, monsieur." 

He stopped, took her hand, and kissed it gravely. 
'' I thank you, mademoiselle.'' She was in no way dis- 
concerted. She knew it was merely a sealing of the 
confidence established between them. 

There was another short interval of silence, while 
again the two paced up and down. Azerole was 
hurriedly debating a difficult question with herself — 
that strange idea that had taken possession of her soon 
after coming to Castel Brianza, was it but a fancy on 
her part ? If not^ might it not have much to do with 
the secret which was burdening Madame and perplexing 
her son? Was it her duty to mention to him what 
was after all a mere suspicion, a suspicion she had not 
felt justified in breathing even to L^n ? To speak of it 
to Monsieur the captain, surely that would be to go 
farther than her duty. Would it not be to act the 
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part of a traitor to one who had acted to herself the 
part at once of Mend and mother? 

Dc Rohan broke in upon her worried thoughts 
"That other name you mentioned, mademoiselle, thia 
Jules Bersour, what of him 1 " 

She hesitated. " Monsieur, I do not know that I 
oiiglit to have spoken of Jules. It was so long ago, and 
indeed I have sometimes thought since that perhaps I 
was mistaken. It is scarce possible, methinks, that 
Madame your mother could have any cause to fear 
Jules Bersour. He is a good man; he coidd never have 
been a bad man." And in a few words she told de 
Rohan the story of the trooper's devotion to L4on and 
her.self at the time of their troubles. " It was when 
Jules asked Madame to shelter me that I fancied she 
looked as if she knew he had the right to demand a 
favour of her," concluded the girl. " That is now many 
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to her until the end of the campaign, when I succeeded 
in obtaining a short leave of absence. I found my mother, 
who had removed by that time to Paris, so completely 
crushed by her bereavement that it stomed more than 
she could bear to speak of her loss even to me. Seeing 
the state she was in I judged it best to turn away her 
thoughts from these sad memories; and, thinking to 
comfort her, I spoke of my resolution to quit the army 
and return home to fill, as far as might be, the place 
a husbaqd's death had left empty. But she would 
not hear of it, not at least until peace had been pro- 
claimed for France, she said. You know her strong 
will, mademoiselle. I knew it were worse than useless 
to attempt at such a time to thwart her. I have had 
but one short furlough since." 

De Rohan paused a moment, and into his face there 
came a look of still keener distress. '' Up to the time 
of my father's death I had no secrets from my mother, 
nor she from me. But, from the day I returned to 
find her a widow, and so changed as to be hardly 
recognisable, I have been conscious of some indefinable 
something between us. My poor mother I " He sighed 
deeply. ''I feel convinced that she is guarding some 
painful secret. But what in the name of wonder can 
Alphonse T6tu have to do with the mystery? He 
is despicable enough for anything, and, if his aim in 
annoying the mother is thereby to reach the son he 
hates, I confess he has succeeded." 

''You, monsieur? He hates yout" cried Azerole, 
with a quick-caught breath. 

But he answered with light unconcern. '* In France, 
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it is but a year or two ago, the abbfi batched a little 
plot against a certain gentleman of fortune. The said 
fortune Monsieur I'Abb^ had planned to secure for 
himself by means of its owner's ruin. The little plot, 
howoTor, was frustrated. How, was never made public; 
but Monsieur my cousin suspected me of having had 
a hand in the upsetting of his schemes, and his sus- 
picions were not altogether incorrect. Mademoiselle 
Montoux, the Abb4 Tetu never forgets." 

"Ah! in time, monsieur, he will. He will!" broke 
in Azorole, with an earnestness of wliich she herself 
was hardly aware. " Surely, monsieur, you are not 
likely to have to stand in his way again." 

Gaston smiled somewhat bitterly. "Unfortunately 
it. is my fate to be obliged to stand in Monsiour I'Abb^'a 
way so long as I live. I told you that AJpbonso T6tu'a 
memorv is a suod one. It is not likelv. therefore^ to . 
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*' I believe not. And it is better so." 

" Yes, it is better so." 

Something in the tone of her voice made him look 
quickly into her face, and he saw it had grown pale. 
He smiled reassuringly. "There is nothing to fear 
for me, mademoiselle, I shall soon be beyond the reach 
of Alphonse Tfitu's cousinly solicitude. Moreover, I 
have a shrewd suspicion — ^hope, I should say — that 
Castel Brianza will soon be rid of the abb4's unwel- 
come attentions. It is my conviction that his pro- 
tracted visit to Piedmont has been prompted solely 
by affectionate concern for the well-being of his dear 
relative Captain de Rohan, and that my departure wiU 
be the signal for his. It may even be that affection 
prompts in him the wish to accompany me." For 
the second time Azerole gave a frightened start, but 
de Rohan laughed lightly. " My men-at-arms are trusty. 
Moreover, I intend to give the abb^ most uncourteously 
the slip by altering the hour named for the start, which 
will now be fixed for to-morrow at midnight In time, 
perchance, Alphonse Tdtu wiU come to understand that 
Gaston de Rohan is a match for him. Nevertheless," 
the captain's light tone changed, and he spoke now 
with grave impressiveness, "nevertheless it is needful 
to warn you to be on your guard, mademoiselle, not 
only on my mother's account but," he moved a step 
nearer to her, "but on your own." It distressed him 
to have to alarm her, yet had he but known the truth, 
it was not fear for herself which had driven the blood 
from the girl's oheek& "And if at any time you should 
be in need of help or advice do not scruple to apply 
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at once to my mother's man of bmineas in Torin. 
Signor Bocelli is one to be fviHy lelied on, and he 
will know how to communicate vith me if necassaiy. 
Ah, niademoisolle, can you guess that I ootUd scarce 
leave my mother at this time save for the thought 
that I may entrust her to your care?" 

He bent down as he spoke, his eyes looking into 
lierfj, but she drew back a little and rather hurriedly 
introduced another subject. "You have spoken, mon- 
sieur, to Madame your mother about Christophe ? " 

" I have, mademoiselle, indeed more t^an once, but 
I foar to Uttle purpose. AH that I could obtwn was 
a promise that, when I return, which I hope to do 
in the next spring or summer, we shall con^der the 
question of calling in some medical celebrity." 

" I think, monsieur, that you have obttuned a great 
dc;tl. U may lead, if it please God, to great rcHults." 
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murmuring indifltinotly something about its being time 
to return to the ch&teau. Ghuston would fain have 
detained her, for he had not said all, nay not the half 
he had come to the woods to say; but there was that 
in her manner, at once gentle yet commanding, that 
forbade his opposing his wiU to hers. *' Better to bide 
my time," was the sage advice he gave to himself. 

On emerging from the wood the low hanging branch 
of a tree caught Azerole's cloak and dragged it half off 
her shoulders. She stopped to readjust her hood, and 
for the moment turned her back to the wind which 
had risen. De Rohan was assisting her to fasten her 
mantle more firmly when a slight rustle among the 
undergrowth of ^e ilex grove behind the glade they 
had just left made Azerole start nervously. 

'' What is it, mademoiselle ? " he asked, noticing her 
startled look. ^ 

The sound of his voice seemed to dispel her moment- 
ary fear. " Pardon me, monsieur, it was but a foolish 
fancy. Assuredly there can be naught to fear. But 
let us proceed more quickly, I pray you. The darkness 
is coming on." And, leading the way, she pressed 
hurriedly on, imwilling to confess even to hun that 
her excited imagination had led her to imagine that 
she had seen the figure of a man moving stealthily 
away firom the fast deepening shadows of the planta- 
tions. 



CHAPTER XIU 

christophe'b first walk 

No sooner was supper over that OTeoing thaji Azerole, 
leaving mother &nd son alone together, made her escape 
from the dining-hall, and betook henelf upstaiis to 
the little sittiug-ioom which Christophe and Bhe used 
as a schoolroom when vioitois were at the oh&teao. 
And there, kneeling by the window, she looked out 
at Lho moonlit night, seeing nothing, however, of the 
silvered, fairy-like scene, ao absorbed was she by the 
one thought — by to-morrow at midnight Cbfton de 
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expected, considering that, as he well knew, how she 
had been counting with a jealous miserliness the hours 
that were still left to her of his stay. She had been 
leaning her head agcdnst his arm, but now she straight- 
ened herself her fingers hurriedly claspmg and un- 
clasping each other — those white fingers on which the 
jewelled rings hung so loosely, how thin they were! 
Gaston looked from them to the pale, sad face with 
the one feverish spot burning on the wasted cheek. 
''Madre mia," he said tenderly, putting his arm pro- 
tectingly round her slender waist, " carissima mia, this 
is too lonely a home for you. The solitude of your 
life here is more than you can bear. It is wearing 
you to a shadow. Leave Castel Brianza and return 
to Dauphin^ At Les Rochers de Rohan you would 
have " 

She stopped him with a quick gestura " No, no, no/' 
she cried, ''not there, not there!" And in her vehe- 
mence she half rose from her seat, then, conscious of a 
trembling in her limbs, sank back in her chair. 

" What a hold the memory of my father's death has 
upon her even now I *" reflected Gaston. " It will not do 
to urge her further." 

"Do not ask me, my son, to go away firom Castel 
Brianza. Here I am as happy — ^nay, not happy, that I 
can never be again — ^but I am as much at peace here 
as I could be anywhere^ The place is lonely, do you 
say ? That is what I want — to be alone." Then, seeing 
his dissatisfied look, she added, *' I have Mademoiselle 
Montouz. She is a great comfort to me." 

" I am glad Mademoiselle Montoux is with you," he 
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relumed quietly, " but I mean that you shall have me 
also with you before very long. Assuredly this ceid- 
paigD must needs finish the war; and when it is over 
I intend to apply for my disoharge and return home, 
at any rate for a time. The estates both here and in 
France would be none the worse for having a master's 
oversight oucasionally. and you would be glad to have 
your boy near at hand, eh, madre mia ? " 

If it had cost the young soldier something to make 
up his luind to interrupt bis military career, the flash 
of joy that lit up his mother's face completely blinded 
him for the moment to the fact that there had been 
any self-sacrifice. 

" To have you with me always ? Ah, Gaston, my buy 
if only that might be!" Here, however, some un- 
welcome recollection came across her mind, her face 
changed, the light bded from her eyes, and there 
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the cost of these plundering raids. Starving poor at 
home, heart-rending scenes of ruin and devastation 
abroad, are such the true greatness of France V Gaston's 
voice had kindled with indignation, but, seeing his 
mother^s distressed look, he turned off the subject with 
a light laugh. ''Ah, madre mia, I am a sad dog, I 
know. In France there are those who call me reprobate 
— disloyal in politics, sceptical in religion, and I know 
not what besida But, in spite of it all, ma mie, in 
spite of it all, I am your own boy still ; and, were I to 
think that my presence would help somewhat to chase 
away the desolate sadness from your home and heart, 
I " 

Again she interrupted him. " It — it — it is not as you 
think," she murmured almost inaudibly, shrinking a 
little from him. Once, twice she tried to go on, but 
failed, and finally broke down in a passionate fit of 
weeping. The sound of his voice, the touch of his 
caressing hand upon her hair, helped her as she 
struggled with herself, but it was some little time 
before, she recovered her composure. Some nameless 
terror seemed to have seized her, and she clung to him, 
yet half-fearful, apparently, that he would repulse her. 
'' Gaston," she moaned, turning a wan face up to him, 
" Gaston, your mother is a poor, erring woman. If you 
knew all you would despise her. But you say you are 
my boy, you will not turn against your mother ? Gaston, 
say you wiU not" 

Her agitation was extreme, and she trembled from 
head 'to foot With eveiy endearing word he could 
think of he tried to soothe her. " Your son has loved 

L 
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jou, madre mia, ever since ho Could lisp the dear name 
of mother, and he will continue to love you while lifa 
lasts," he ropUod, but he doubted whether she beard 
him. 

" OfttimeB I have been tempted to tell you all," she 
went on hurriedly, '* but 1 was not brave enougK 
When you are gone, doubtleaa I shall be glad that I 
kept silence. Better the past be buried with myselfc 
Better " 

She did not finish the sentence, but lay back in her 
chair utterly exhausted. Patiently Gaston waited At 
last she sat up, a look of sudden resolution in her face. 
" My son, I promise that on your return I will tell you 
all, I — Hark ! what is that ? " With a startled ex- 
clatuittion she broke off and bent forward in an attitude 
of listening, 

" I heard naught," returned Gaaton, striding tovards 
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Jacqueline, while from all directions servants came 
running with pale, scared faces. 

But Azerole was before them alL In the room where 
now all was still she knelt on the floor, her woollen 
cloak wrapped about something that lay on the rug in 
the front of the open hearth. " It is but the shock/' she 
whispered to Madame H^loise, who knelt also and gazed 
with an ^onised expression at the white unconscious 
face pillowed on the girl's arm. "Nay, nay, Madame, 
it is but thd shodk. I think he is not much burnt." 

Jacqueline, who was skilled in such things, had 
already hurried off to procure lint and oil; but 
Madame, turning to Gaston, gasped out, ''Ride for 
Brother Thomas. There is none nearer." 

" The friar knows naught. I will ride to Pinerolo for 
Monsieur Yaux, the surgeon of the garrison," replied 
de Rohan. 

Even at that supreme moment Azerole had room for 
another thought. *' Take one of the men-at-arms with 
you, monsieur." 

Replying to her pleading look with a reassuring " I 
will, ntiademoiselle," he was gone. 

It was in the grey light of the early dawn that the 
sound of galloping hoo& annoimced the return of 
Gaston with the surgeon. Lights burned in the 
ch&teau, where already all were astir; indeed, few of 
the household had been in bed that night. At the 
open haU-door stood Azerole, and for a moment at 
least the shadow of care on her brow was chased 
away by her relief at the sight of the two riders now 
dismounting in the court In answer to Gaston's 
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infiiiiring glance ahe Bhook her head BorrowfuUy. ■" Ho 
is still UQCoDBcious, monsieur." 

"Where. mademoiseUe ? " brusquely demanded the 
surgeon, his unprepoasossmg manner redeemed by a 
certain rough kindlinesa 

But she stood aside, not offering to lead the way, and 
Gaston took the medical man upstairs. Left aJone in 
the hall Azurole leant wearily against a pillar, and 
slowly the shadow crept again into her faca But this 
time it was hardly anxiety that brought it there, it was 
Jiuart-pain, For the first time since the almost for- 
gotten days of long ago at Castel Brianza, Madame 
H^lnise had given the young Vaudoise to understand 
that she was not wanted. With a peremptoriness that 
almost amounted to harshness she had been ordered to 
leave the sick-room and go to bed. Madame herself 
would see to Monsieur de Beauri';gard until the surgeon 
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to watch it, were it for the sake of medical science 
alone, Madama" 

Not a little reassured by this comforting verdict, 
Azerole hurried away to see to the providing of food 
for the hungry riders. An hour later she returned to 
the sick-room to try once more to persuade Madame to 
take some rest Already there was a slight improve- 
ment perceptible in the condition of the patient, and 
the surgeon's words had been most cheering, never- 
theless Madame H^loise refused absolutely to quit 
her post by the bedside. With a jealous fierceness 
she repulsed for the second time Azerole's gentle offer 
to take her place ; nor did she seem conscious that to 
outsiders this monopolising care of her poor little ward 
was curiously inconsistent with her former indifference. 
Was her present devotion meant to be an atonement 
for past neglect ? the servants asked each other. 

The long day wore on. Throughout these weary 
hours of waiting, Azerole, with a tender patience that 
Jacqueline marvelled at, had borne the jealous irrita- 
bility with which Madame Hdoise persisted in refus- 
ing ••the most unobtrusive offer of assistance; but at 
length, as the afternoon was waning towards evening, 
physical weakness forced Madame to give way. She 
was fedn to sink down in an easy-chair by the fiire, and, 
with just sufficient strength left to swallow a cup of 
strong broth which Jacqueline had in readiness, lay 
back, and in a moment had fallen into a heavy 
doze. 

Half-an-hour later a movement from the bed made 
Azerole spring quickly towards it Christophe. his 
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blue eyes wide -awake aud oonsciouii, wa^ looking 
wonderingly at his bandaged arm which lay outside 
the counterpane. A^erole bent over him. "Ch6ri!" 
she murmured tenderly and pressed her lips to his 
white forehead, then stepped hurriedly aside to make 
way for Madame de Rohan, who had been aroused on 
tho instant by the slight stir. 

Christophe smiled on recognising his nurses. " Was 
I naughty ? " he whispered feebly, hia gaze wandering 
from Aiterole's face to Madame H^loise's, and lingering 
doubtfully yet lovingly there, " I wanted to let Gaston 
know btilbre he went away that I was a man and could 
walk. Eh bien, and I did it ! " In the poor Uttle voice 
even now there was something like a faint ring of 
triumph. " I bad tried i 
iilooe, that I might not t 
But, yesternight, bravo I ] 
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ied standing many times, but I 

i aifright you, Madame H^loise. 

i I I^walked quite a.^og_ way — I 
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interposed. " You are right. I am not hia guardian ; I 
wiU go." 

The words, spoken in the soothing undertone one 
might use in quieting a frightened child, had a 
strangely calming effect upon Madame de Rohan. 
" Forgive me, mon enfant," she whispered hastily, " I — 
I — I am not myseK. Stay — stay with me, Azerole ? " 
and she laid an entreating hand on the young girl's arm. 

Monsieur Vaux was highly pleased with his little 
patient's condition, and still more so in the evening 
when he paid his third visit to the sick-room. ''He 
will do," he said to the group waiting for his report. 
Glancing towards the bed where the boy lay sleeping 
soimdly he went on, addressing Madame de Rohan, 
''We shall soon have Monsieur de Beauregard himself 
again— certes, more himself than in all his little life 
heretofore, for we shall have him on his legs. His first 
walk I warrant is not like to be his last. Within two 
weeks from now, I am ready to swear it, we shall 
permit him to venture upon his second. Certes, it will 
be on crutches ; but hearken, mes amies, even crutches 
will not be for long. That boy," he spoke with slow 
impressiveness, " that boy, when he gets over this little 
accident, is going to get well and strong." 

Azerole and Gaston exchanged glances. Old Jacque- 
line uttered a fervent "The saints be praised!" But 
Madame H^loise spoke never a word. Slowly she 
turned her back to the bed, and looked the surgeon 
straight in the face. Her own was pale and set, and 
her voice had the hard ring it was wont to have when 
she was putting a strong restraint upon hersel£ 
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" Strong and well 1 Like other boys ? Did you mean 
it, moasiour ? " 

H^ bowad gravely. " Mndamfl, I am not tbe voice of 
the gods, but I believe it will be as I say, ■ Well,' do 
you aak ? I confidently expeot it. ' Strong ? ' perhaps 
never even at hie best quite a Hercules ; and neither 
well nor strong immediately. But 'patienza,' as they 
say here, Madame ; patienza One day — " Monsieur 
Vaux paused a moment. He had turned again to the 
bed, and was watching the fair little face resting on the 
pillow. And while he gazed he was recalling an 
incident of his visit in the afternoon. Dimly conscious 
that the big stranger who bent over him, and whose 
hugo hands touched him so gently, was a doctor, 
Christopbe had looked up into the ruggod face above 
h i in and murmured wistfully his old refrain as he 
dropped off to sleep — " I wuit to be a man and walk'^ 



CHAPTER XIV 

MAN FB0PCN3ES, BUT — 

" And bo, brother Alphonse, the long and the short of 
it is that you have &iled to untie the purse-strings of 
Madame your cousin of Brianza/' and with a short 
laugh Prior Ugon leant back in his high chair, his thin 
sharp features showing like a clear-cut cameo against 
the dark background of the carved ebony. There was 
a curious grejneaa in the face of Prior Ugon Rorenco, 
an unusual languor at times in his manner, and, 
although he had mechanically poured out for himself a 
glass of the rare Armagnac he had produced for his 
guest, the prior had not as yet so much as tasted the 
wine. The hour was nearly midnight, but still he and 
the Abb^ Tetu, engaged in earnest talk, sat over 
the supper-table in the Prior of Lucema's private 
sanctum. 

There had been a covert sneer in Prior Ugon's words, 
and Monsieur TAbb^'s fjAce, already flushed with wine, 
deepened almost to purple with quick resentment. 
" Given a fair field I should have succeeded," he said, 
enforcing his words with a deep but low imprecation, 
while he emptied his glass at one draught " My old 
powers of intimidation could have but little play with 
Madame while monsieur her son was eternally on the 



I70 



THE KEY TO THE RIDDLE 



spot. But now we shall ba rid of Lim for a time &t 
least, and time for us is everything. We shall have 
free hiind now, that is, Ugon Rorenco wilL" 

"Aud wherefore not Alphonse T6tu?" asked the 
other, as the abb^ paused. 

" I cannot be in two places at once, men ami, and I 
have this very day written to offer my services as 
voluntary chaplain to the army of France now under 
orders for the frontier of Germany." 

" Truly a noble act of disinterestedness on your part, 
my dear brother, and actuated without doubt by an 
afi'octionate desire to look after the spiritual needs of 
your countrymen, more especially any relatives of youns 
who may chance to be in the field." 

" Precisely, mon ami." 

Neither man looked at the other, and for a moment 
there was a silence between the two, each beii^ en- 
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tossed it o£ A dull red flush came into his face and 
mounted to his forehead. His brain was fired at last ; 
for the moment his power of thinking was restored. 

*^ Listen to me, brother Alphonse, It is money you 
want — amd the girL It is money I must have — for the 
sake of our holy monastic house now in financial straits. 
You thought you had only to ask, or mayhap to 
threaten, in order to obtain gold in plenty from Madame 
de Rohan. Your vague menaces to reveal the truth 
about Major de Rohan have failed. Yet Madame 
H^loise fears you. I have read it in her eyes. It is 
my belief that the real cause of her dread is as yet 
unknown to yoa You cannot use a weapon, how- 
ever powerful, Monsieur TAbb^, until it is in your 
hand." 

That Prior IJgon's astute surmise had for some little 
time been Monsieur I'Abb^'s own by no means tended 
to allay that ecclesiastic's growing irritation. *^ Certes, 
you wield the most powerful weapon yourself," he 
snarled. " The sacrament of penance should make all 
plain sailing for the father confessor." 

It was the prior's turn to wince, for had he not failed 
in the confessional even more signally than the abb6 
had failed in his cousinly visitations at the ch&teau ? 
And the sting of the Abb4 T3tu's remark lay in the 
fact that its innocence was only on the surfaca But 
Prior Ugon kept his temper. In losing it he might 
lose much besidea After all, since he and the abb^ 
were useful to one another, it was best, outwardly at 
least, to remain Mends. " All in good time, all in good 
time, my brother,'' he said suavely. " I too have a little 
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scheme of my own ; but, like youra, it will succeed only 
when the coast is clear. That accursed barbette" — the 
prior's face darkened with a sudden scowl — " it is she 
with her infernal influence that of lato has stood in my 
way. But bho shall not stand much longer. What 
think you Madame said to me but a few weeks agone, 
when I was representing to her the respousiblHty of 
widows who had it in their power to provide for the 
repose of the souls of their dead. ' Is it my own or 
my husband's soul that I shall be called to account 
for at the bar of God, Prior Ugon ? ' Truly an answer 
worthy of the viper Vaudoise herself 1" 

A smile that was not pleasant to see curved the Abbe 
Telu's lipa "It strikes me, mon ami, that you are 
strangely slow in the exercising of discipline in your 
diocese." 

The prior, in nowise disooooeTted, smiled in his lum. 
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There was for the second time a moment's silence in 
the room. Then, while the abb^ once more drained 
his glass, the prior continued : " Fearing to precipitate 
matters with our haughty Madame de Rohan, and 
believing in your promises of substantial help, monsieur, 
I have up till now permitted these two Yaudois to go 
unmolested. But the sacredness of my office forbids 
such laxity in the future. In the hope of saving the 
souls even of the wretched barbets themselves, but 
much more for the sake of delivering the faithful from 
heretical contamination, I must obtain possession of 
L^on and Azerole Montoux. It will not be an easy 
task, I confess. The brother and sister have wormed 
their way among the coimtry-folk, and there is a re- 
action in public feeling towards the people of the 
valleys since the recent — ahem — somewhat sweeping 
measures against these odious schismatics. So that, 
not only do these accursed Montoux have powerful 
friends, whom it would be impolitic for me to offend ; 
but, truth to tell, I scarce know one individual who 
could be bribed to lend a hand to drive these wolves 
out of the true fold in the name of our Holy Mother 
Church. Nevertheless I will " 

The prior, who had spoken with extreme slowness, 
stopped abruptly and passed his hand across his brow, 
upon which the swollen veins stood out like cords. 
He knew this horrible sensation of pressure on the 
brain. It would pass. He had often been annoyed 
by it during the past weeks. 

" Look here, Ugon," broke in the abb^, pushing aside 
his glass and speaking eagerly. ''I want that girl 
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Her Toioe, as I told you. would be invaluablo 
ino. I can help jou to get rid of her." 

"Huw?" demanded the other, a touoh of duubt 
in his tone, 

" Gaston de Bohan la in love with the girl" A low 
exclamation broke from the prior. "Old Broussel's 
blockhead of a nephew is still more bo, as he believes. 
Michel Roussier will serve us for a tool admirably. 
I have for some time past been employing the grind- 
stone of jealousy to sharpen him for use, I am 
expecting his return from Turin now any day. 
Hearken, mon ami." And Monsieur I'Abb^, drawinfj 
closer to his friend, whispered in his ear. 

Prior Ugon listened intently. " Good, Monsieur 
I'Abbi^," he muttered thickly, "very good I" 

" And see here." went on the other, speaking with 
clear deliberation, for there waa,|i,gtraise look, on tb9. 
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a priceless one. And, if all goes well, I swear to you, 
my brother, that thete will be a considerable stun 
that will fall to the share of the monastery of 
Lucema " 

'* And if all goes not well but ill, Monsieur TAbbS ? 
If the young Vaudoise proves not docile ? " 

The other's face darkened. "Eh bien, in such a 
case the hardened heretic herself, and not Holy 
Mother Church, must bear the guilt of a lost soul," 
and the ecclesiantio crossed himself piously. ''But 
in truth t have thought of this possibility. In the 
event of Mademoiselle Montoux proving intractable, 
and therefore useless for my purposes, I shall convey 
to monsieur my cousiu a hint of her whereabouta 
His subsequent procedure will without doubt furnish 
me at a bound with the information concerning him- 
self which I am collecting but slowly." 

''Information Concerning Monsieur de Rohan?" re- 
peated the prior perplexedly. 

His companion darted a keen look at him. "You 
are somewhat dense to-night, mon ami. I think you 
must understand that were Gaston de Rohan convicted 
of heresy, as his father before him would have been 
had he but lived a little longer, then the family estates 
in Dauphin^ would revert to me — I mean, of course, to 
Mother Church. That he is a Huguenot at heart I 
make no doubt. The most notable evidence I have of 
this is. the fact of his boldly defrauding me — I mean 
Mother Church — of the property of the notorious 
Huguenot seigneur Monsieur de Maacaron a year or 
two agone. It appears, however, that something more 
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ble in proof of his apostasy must needs be forth- 
coming in order to convince others, ami that something 
more I mean to have before long," concluded the abb^. 
a malevolent gleam momentarily lighting up the cold 
steel of his eyes. "Gaston de Rohan 19 a danger to 
hLs country, and, what is worse, a danger to the Church. 
It is the holy duty of all faithful churchmen to deprive 
every such renegade of the wherewithal to work further 
evil." 

A sudden thought came to the prior. He pressed 
his hand on his forehead. If he could but think it 
out clearly [ '■ You will without a doubt have a greater 
chance of gaining your end outside of Piedmont. 
brotlier, but I warn you it will be needful to walk 
with slow wariness. Monsieur de Rohan's maternal 
grandfather was a naturalised Piedmontese, and a 
great favourite at the Court of Turin. Duke Amadeua 
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light of the torch carried by the porter that a rider had 
dismounted from his horse, and was being relieved of 
his baggage by some of the lay-brothers who had come 
into the court on the stranger's arrival. 

"K it please your excellency, it is a courier from 
France with a despatch for the Abb^ TStu." 

" Send him up at once,'' was the command. 

A moment later and the abb^ was tearing open a 
letter, which proved to be from the archbishop of his 
diocese. * As he read his face darkened, and the next 
moment he had flung the paper to the other end of 
the apartment. The prior watched, half contemptu- 
ously, half dully, while his guest, in a state of angry 
excitement, strode up and down the room uttering im- 
precations. '' Holy Mother of God, but it would madden 
a saint, although that is mayhap not how you might 
describe me even to my face, mon ami Ma foil but 
here is a pretty state of affairs ! The clergy and monks 
of the chapter in open revolt, and the archbishop in- 
censed. His reverence's epistle — all but a censure for 
neglect of duty — broadly hints that my long absence 
from my post has been the cause of an ecclesiastical 
scandal Ma foi I if that be the black mood he is in, he 
is but little likely to look with favour upon my self- 
sacrificing offer to act military chaplain to his Majesty ! 
Think of it I he peremptorily orders my return I This 
is the work of his grace the Bishop of Lyons, I will 
swear. He is ever working imderground for the un- 
doing of me. But I will be his imdoing yet. I will — " 
another volley of uhclerical expletives finished the 
sentenca "And this too, just when the game was 'm 



1/8 



THE KEY TO THE REDDLE 



our hands [ Eh bien, but I shall return. Meanwhile^ 
friend Ugon, you may got all In train and wait for me. 
It will not be for long, I promise you ; no, it will not be 
for long, I swear it, that you will have to wait." 

Prior Ugon stared blankly. The effect of the atimu- 
lant seemed to have gone oS, and that strange numb 
feeling was once more creeping over him. all down his 
right sida He was not certain that he had altogether 
followed the angry mutterings of the abb^, yet surely — 
surely — there was something he ought to grasp — some- 
thing important? At all costs, he said to himself 
again, he must be able to think. With a last great 
efl'ort of will he roused his slumbering faculties. "Bene, 
bene," it was coming to him now — but he must keep it 
dark — he knew the secret of the abba's little game 
Ugon Rorenco, could play it without Monsieur I'Abb^'; 
assistance ; and, when the game was won, thejpti^ iMOd 
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" What is it that you say, mademoiselle ? It can never 
be? Nay, but you shall not say those words again. 
You did not speak them at the first Your heart does 
not say them now." 

Gkuston de Rohan spoke in a tone of assurance, but 
it was forced; his face was pale, and the eyes that 
searched Azerole's betrayed the anxiety that was tor- 
turing him. She could not meet the look. Her head 
drooped, and the cheeks which had been flushed grew 
slowly white. 

'' I must say them again, monsieur, I must," she said, 
speaking hurriedly, as if she distrusted her own resolu- 
tion if die delayed. '' I did not speak them at the first, 
because — ^because of surprise, and just for a moment or 
two I did not remember. Ah ! how could I forget ? " 

"Remember? What had she remembered?" he 
asked himself. Then, a sudden thought occurring to 
him, he impulsively gave it utterance. A moment's 
reflection would have withheld it '* Mademoiselle, that 
you are a Yaudoise is no barrier. When Gkiston de 
Rohan asks the hand of a demoiselle he asks herself 
Aught else does not even enter into his thoughts." He 
stopped, but it was too late. 
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She drew herself erect and proudly. " Monsieur, you 
forget I am a de Mont^limart." 

" I liad forgotten, mademoiselle." 

The simple admiHsioii was the greatest honour he 
cciuld have paid her. But she seemed not to have 
heard him. The momentary touch of hauteur gone, 
her face wore its old troubled look, and the lips were 
unsteady that formed the words she whispered to her- 
self rather than to him ; " It can never be ; never I " 

It was the evening of Thursday, the day which had 
dftwncd ao gloomily on Chriatophe's account. Monsieur 
Vaiix, after promising to ride over to the ch&tcau early 
the nozt morning, had returned to his duties at the 
citadel of Pinerolo. and at Madame Heloise's earnest 
desire Azerole, throwing a light wrap over her shoulders, 
had gone out to the jijarden for a breath of tresh air. 
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her the suffering he was enduring, turned about and 
saw, with a sudden bounding of his pulses, the look 
on Azerole's face. "It cannot be that she does not 
love ma I will not believe it. It must be that — " 
he broke off, for at that moment what he fondly 
believed to be an inspiration came to him. '' Tou are 
remembering your parents, Mademoiselle Montoux," he 
said gently, and he took one of her hands in his. " Let 
me share that sorrow with you. We will search the 
world over for them, you and I; and when we have 
found them our home shall be theirs." 

This was too much for her composure. The tender 
thoughtfiilness of his love, coupled with the sudden 
realisation of orphanhood that rushed over her with 
an overwhelming sense of desolation, broke her down. 
Oh, that she had had her mother now to go to in this 
her hour of need! Another time she might have 
conquered herself, but since the night before she had 
been on the strain, and both physically and mentally 
was unhinged. Sinking down on the grass under an 
azerolier, she gave way to a passion of tears. The 
chevalier looked on helplessly. '' It is her mother she 
is breaking her heart for," he said to himself, a momen- 
tary pang of jealousy adding fuel to the flame of his love. 
** And I have not even the right to try to comfort her." 

Captain de Rohan's instinct told him she would 
recover more quickly if he left her to herself; accord- 
ingly he strode to the further end of the glade, where 
he paced up and down^his slow footsteps making no 
sound on the soft tur£ 

Thinking he had gone, Azerole wept on unrestrainedly. 
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but not for long. Bravely she strugglod with herself. 
The forces of her unselfish and resolute nature came to 
her help, and soon the choking sobs were conquered 
and she waa sitting quiet enough, her head Btill 
buried in her hands. The numbness of exhaustion 
which began to creep over her brought a certain sense 
of relief, and it was with a start almost of pain that sh« 
heard de Rohan's voice, and knew he was standing 
beside her. 

■' Mademoiselle — " she made no sign. " Azerole — let 
us at the least be open with each other, I have told 
you that I love you ; that you, and none but you, will 
ever bo my wife. Atp I right in thinking that — that— 
perchance you love me?" She answered him neither 
yes nor no, but her sitenco, little as she meant it, spoke 
tor her. Coming nearer still, he took gentle but firm 
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you must know right welL Tou may trust ma Not 
one word in favour of the Catholic as against the 
Reformed religion will you ever hear from me. It is 
true I have not your clear faith in the Scriptures and 
the God of the Scriptures, but surely such questions 
need not separate us? We can agree to differ, 
Azerole." 

** ' Can two walk together except they be agreed ? ' " 
He guessed now that she was again quoting from the 
Yaudois Bible, and he made no response. " We shoidd 
not be walking together, we should be living apart — and 
— and — for me at least that would be not life but death. 
Monsieur de Rohan," she went on, gently but decidedly 
withdrawing her hands from his, " I am only a weak, 
faulty woman. Too often my feet falter and stumble 
on the pilgrim way, where at every turn there lurks 
temptation. He who walks along life's way vrith me 
must not be a hindrance but a helpmeet.'' 

Eagerly he spoke in answer. " Mademoiselle, hear me. 
I dare swear it that your influence, were you my wife, 
would make of me what you willed. I seem somewhere 
to have read or heard it, that even these same Scriptures 
of yours would fain plead for me, as the husband who 
might be won ' by the conversation of the wife.' " 

There was a minute, a long minute's silence. Azerole 
hardly breathed. She had come to a turn of the 
pilgrim way to find a subtle temptation lurking thera 
But, when she raised her head and spoke, it was in the 
tones of one who is more than conqueror through Him 
that loved her. " Monsieur, you are the captain of a 
regiment. Your men haive sworn to fight at your com- 
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maod. Disobedience would be mutinj. I too am a 
soldier. And these, afi I have told you, are my maroh- 
iag orders — 'Be not unequally yoked.' Loyalty to my 
commanding officer leaves me qo choice bat to obey. 
Any attempt of mine to win you to the side of the 
truth would fail without the blessing of God on 
my eBbrts. It were naught but profanity to ask His 
blessing on that which He has forbidden." 

Her voice had gathered strength as she went on, and 
Gaston, ignorant of the hidden souroe of hor courage, 
mistook it for the religious &naticism with which iixo 
Reformed sects were credited by the orthodox ohuroh- 
man. " I see, mademoiselle" he returned, a little bit- 
terly, " I sea love counts for nothing when loyalty puts 
in her claim." 

" Nay, monsieur, there you are wrong, for loyal^ is 
but another name for love." 
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or two more of unselfishness he would have made a 
hero !" Ay, and would he not deserve the indictment, 
this Graston de Bohan? Angrily he bit his lips, and 
the faster paced to and fro. Moreover, he asked him- 
self, had he the right to further his cause with this 
innocent girl by saying what might lead her to believe 
him nearer her in creed than in reality he was ? Would 
that be honourable ? No, a hundred times no. Before 
he spoke again to her of union with him he must 
himself know where he stood. He must first decide 
this matter between himself and QoA, And meanwhile 
— ^he winced at the thought — ^meanwhile he must leave 
the maiden frea He had no claim upon her, no right 
to ask of her a pledge, and meanwhile — again he winced 
— meanwhile some one else might come and win her 
where he had failed. 

Slowly he approached her where she stood, her fingers 
mechanically twisting and untwisting a lovely spray of 
azerolier berries she had plucked from the tree. She 
was very pala The scarlet fruit she held gave the one 
touch of colour to the perfect picture of modesty and 
grace she made in her lover's eyes. Eager to end an 
interview which was becoming painful to them both, 
she came forward and held out her hand. " Grood-bye, 
monsieur," she said simply. "Tou have been so — so 
kind to ma I am very gratefuL" 

Taking in both of his the hand she offered, de Rohan 
felt it trembled. Never had she looked more beautiful, 
he thought, and he looked with a passion of longing into 
the fair face now flushing under his gaze. '' Mademoi- 
selle," he said, his voice steadying ciiriously at sight 
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uf tlio quivering of her lije, " mademoiflelle, will yon 
i,'ivo me one little proof of your gratitude — the spray 
ol'azerulicr you hold?" 

It soi.'mcd to her at the moment impossible to refuse 
ilic trifiing petition, and she placed the bunch of fruit 
in lii^ hand. He bowed his thanks ; then, for greater 
hatuty, dropped the souTenir into the pocket of hiB 
<liiulilet. "Mademoiselle," he began f^ain, "you have 
siiid ' never.' One day — and it ho please God. — you will 
tako back that word." He raised the hand he held, 
;uid, before she could prevent him, he had touched it 
witli his lips. 

Instantly she withdrew her hand and moved hur- 
rieiiiy Ibrward, She had taken but a step or two in 
adviinco of him when a slight noise in the thicket 
beliiiid caused her to start, as she had done on the 
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her trembling limbs were giving way beneath her, 
Azerole shut her eyes. There followed what seemed 
to her a long age of time. In reahty it was not many 
seconds before de Rohan was again beside her. She 
was on her feet at once. 

*' Fear nothing, mademoiselle. Doubtless a stray dog 
or goat had wandered into the copse. Our voices had 
probably frightened it away. There is nothing to be 
seen." 

" But I saw it/' she whispered, trying, not altogether 
successfully, however, to steady her Ups. 

" Saw what, mademoiselle ? " 

*' A pistol pointed through the bushe&" 

His face, hitherto expressive only of concern for her, 
now grew grava "Are you sure, mademoiselle ? Fancy 
plays odd tricks with us at times." 

Her reply was as if she had not heard him. " I saw 
it ! I saw it distinctly pointed through the bushes." 

Her persistency impressed him; still, for her own 
sake, he tried to rally her out of her fears. ''Then, 
mademoiselle, you put yourself in the way of danger 
by going nearer the foe." 

"It was not meant for me. It was aimed at you," 
she replied with a shudder. 

It was his turn now to be moved, but not from fear. 
" And you thought to shield me, mademoiselle ? " His 
voice was very low. 

"Yes, monsieur," she answered simply, too agitated 
still to take in the full significance of her reply. 

He was holding her hands in his to still their trem- 
bling, and she did not look up. Forced to yield for a 
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muiuent to the feeling of faiiitiioss wliich had ooiiio 
over hor, she leaot against the azerolior. and thus she 
(lid not see that the set stenme&s of his mouth was 
softened by &n expression of rare gentlenesB. nor that 
his eyes, while he looked down at the woman who had 
riskod her life for his, glowed with a light at once 
Lender and triumphant. Her secret, the secret of her 
love, was his. But she had not meant him to have 
it, and some subtle sense of honour forbade his pressing 
the advantage his discovery had given him. 

She was the Erst to break the silence. " Lot us go," 
she urged, looking round her fearfully, for the shadowy 
orchard seemed peopled dow with a thousand name- 
less terrors. 

Ho did not attempt to persuade her to rest longer, 
but, helping her to wrap her shawl more closely about 
her. and sivios her his arm. bade her lean on ^'"^ 



CHAPTER XVI 



UNLOCKING THE RIDDLE 



Eight months have passed away, and summer has come 
again. Very rarely, even in winter, had the weather 
been allowed to interfere with the Montonx' weekly 
expeditions to their " Bethel " in the Bois Snaire. But 
one Sabbath in June — the June of 1688 — the rain fell 
so heavily all the morning that Azerole, who had just 
recovered from a heavy cold, feared she might for once 
have to remain indoors. Happily, however, the storm 
cleared off by midday, the sun shone out, and she was 
able to betake herself as usual to the tryst in the forest. 
But she had not gone far before she became dimly 
conscious that her step lacked its usual elasticity, and 
that the distance seemed longer than it was wont to be. 
Her spirits were out of time with her surroundings, the 
very brilliancy of the sunshine oppressed her, and she 
wondered vaguely why she did not feel more exhila- 
rated by the freshness of the air and the loveliness of 
all aroimd. June is ever a pretty month in Piedmont, 
and to-day the face of the country was beautiful beyond 
description — overhead the deep unclouded blue, and 
all beneath that azure vault one sparkling, glittering 
flash down even to the tiny blades of grass, each one 

bejewelled with a diamond of matchless splendour. 
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The sweetr-scented rines were already in 
fruitafje ; the meadows were gay with many-colou] 
flowers; the woods still wore their newest and br^htest" 
attire ; not a flaw in all Dame Nature's realm was to 
be found even by the searching rays of the sun that 
penetrated to the furthest depths of the woodland 
glades. But the rain, Azerole said to herself with a 
slight shiver, had left a chilUnesa in the air, the paths 
through the forest were in a soak, and her feet felt 
damp in spite of the sabots she had put on over her 
shoes. L^n, however, had arrived at the rendezvous 
bofure her, and she was soon feeling warm and cosy 
beside the fire he had Ughted. 

With her feet stretched out to the blaze, she sat and 
rosttid in a grave silence, and L^on, having brought 
out the Bible, glanced at her a little anxiously. He 
told himself that her recent cold must have pulled 



UNLOCKING THE RIDDLE 191 

resolutely driving back the words that had involun- 
tarily risen to her lips, she hid her face on his breast. 
"L^on," she whispered, "do you remember that this is 
our mother's birthday ? " And here, apparently in con- 
firmation of his assertion that she was not well, there 
came a choking sob. 

Ldon put his arm round her. ^My poor Azerole, 
have you, then, given up your old bright hope?" 

"No, no," she cried, lifting her head. "No, no, I 
believe as I have ever done, that they are safe in 
Switzerland ; but I want to go to them. L^on, I wAist. 
Let us follow them to Switzerland. I cannot bear my 
life here any longer I " Her passionate vehemence took 
him so much by surprise that he was silent through 
sheer bewilderment. " How much money have we got ? 
Surely we must well-nigh have sufficient," she went on 
eagerly. "Besides our salaries, we have both made a 
good deal of late, you, brother, by your carved work 
and I by my lace." 

He shook his head, but in order to satisfy her rose, 
and penetrating into the depths of the cave, produced 
the leathern pouch in which their savings were hidden. 
They were soon counted — one hundred and fifty crowns 
in alL "We want fifty more, ma mie, but patienza, 
patienza." 

Almost fiercely she turned upon him. "We must 
get the fifty crowns somehow, somewhere. We must 
be free— free tiow — free to go away at once.*' 

L^on looked at her, still wondering. " I had thought, 
ma mie, that you were happy now at Castel Brianza 
,with Madame and Christophe, and — -" 
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Slio interrupted him half impatiently. " Yes, yes, how 
CLiii yi <\i doubt it ? It is not that — it is — it ia that he " 
— once more she checked herself, leaving her sentence, 
iiK bct'iire, unfinished, 

" Ah ! I see ! It is Michel 1 He persists, does he, in 
.iniiiiyini^ you? Certes, this gets beyond flndurancel" 
■Mlaiiiied the young Yaudois, fired with sudden wrath. 

Kill her relieved to find that L^n had got upon the 
^noiii; tack, she took up the cue, "Without doubt 
Mii'liol harasses me. I am, so to say, between two 
lirt..s. If I dare venture to bestow a civil word or look 
iipnn hiiQ, he misunderstands it for more than it was 
i)ii>ant, and if I am cold he revenges himself upon 

" Vrniment, but it passes beyond endurance," reiter- 
ated Lt'on. 

Tilt; j^irl made no response. She was struggling with 
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the right? The secret was not hers alone; it was 
another's. Had she the permission of that other to 
make it known? She let her head fall again on her 
brother's shoulder; her flushed cheeks paled slowly, 
and a thick cloud of darkness seemed to gather about 
her souL L^n's voice still inveighing against Michel 
fell dully on her ears. 

" The miserable, infatuated creature ! " he muttered, 
in mingled scorn and indignation. ** When I think of 
you, ma mie, I am fit to horsewhip the fellow for his 
impudent presiunption. Tet there are times, I confess, 
when I could have it in my heart not only to pity but 
to like that wretched Michel." A flush of sudden re- 
sentment crimsoned the girl's cheeks. Truly, were she 
to reveal to L^n all the villainy of this same Monsieur 
Boussier he would scarce speak so leniently. ''You 
see, ma mie," went on her brother deprecatingly, " the 
poor fool has hardly had a chance. I feel sure one 
would find there was more of good in him than appears, 
if one could but get the right side of him, and therein 
Hippolyte Broussel certainly has never succeeded. 
From what I have seen I imagine he has all along mis- 
understood and misjudged his nephew, who in conse- 
quence has become bitter and reckless. His indolent 
style of setting to work enrages the farmer, and he 
obstinately refuses to believe that physically Michel is 
weak. Monsieur Broussel is blind also to the fact that 
for a young man of Michel's temperament, who, unfor- 
tunately for himself, has no taste for quiet pursuits — 
reading and the like — the uneventful monotony of life 
at Malanot is intolerable. Without doubt it was a 

N 
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natural enough craving for excitement that first di^ve 
him to the drinking taverns, and now their temptations 
are dragging him down the hill too fast for him to stop 
himself even if he would. I would fain bold out a 
helping hand, but he hates me ; and, after all, there are 
twanly reasons why he should," concluded Leon, trying 
his best to smother a sigh. 

But Azerole caught the sound, and it roused ber 
slumbering excitement to fever-point. "LBon, Lfen," 
she cried, springing to her feet, and pacing round and 
round the narrow limits of the cavern like a bird fling- 
ing itsolf against the bars of its cage. " L^on, ■nhymunt 
we stay here 'i We cannot see one step before us now. 
Each day our Uvea — both our lives — become more and 
more a locked riddle to us I Only yeaterTi^ht Madame 
Heloise heard news of the appointment of the now PHor 
of I.iicnma. Witbniit doubt be will b» a nnifll imim 
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beside him now half-impatient at his silence. " Sister," 
he said, and his voice was grave, ** methinks you are 
wronging our Father God." She looked at him startled. 
Tenderly putting his arm roimd her he drew her down 
beside him. " Ch^rie, it is true our lives are to us a 
riddle, but is it not also true that long since we told our 
Grod, the fidthful Ghxl, that we would trust Him with 
the key?" 

Azerole made no response. 

'' Mayhap I understand things clearer at this present," 
he went on, '' for I think the good God put the key to a 
part of the riddle into my hand an hour or two ago." 
Lton paused a moment; his face moved out of his 
usual quiet " Tou know that Monsieur Broussel has 
been ailing these past weeks. At noon to-day, when I 
was making him comfortable to have a nap, he said 
to me, * Do you ever pray for me, my lad ? ' ' Yes, 
monsieur,' I told him, ' but to the God of the Vaudois, 
and to Him alone.' 'Ay, ay, my boy,' he answered 
steadily, ' it is Him I mean. Tou have taught me to 
believe in the Vaudois Ghxl above all Madonnas and 
saints and the like. Now go to your sister and pray, 
both of you, for an old man who needs the prayers of 
such as you and sha' " And then, fearful I think lest 
he had said too much, he turned his face to the wall. 
Azerole, if Hyppolyte and Justine Broussel, groping now 
in the dark after God, if they emerge one day into the 
light, what shall we, what shall I say at the end of my 
five years but that the God of the Vaudois has indeed 
pidd in full the wages of His unworthy servant. And 
methinks, sister mine, that it was into your brave, 
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trustiug little ham! that the good God lirst put the key. 
Has it never struck you, cherie, that through the 
teaching of his Vaudoise governesa, little Christophe i* 
beinp led to the arms of Iiia Saviour 1 " 

A^ci'ole'a faco was hidden, and for a momeat c 
she could not look up. Twining her arms about I 
iii^uk she murmured brokenly, ■' God bless you, brothdl 
mine. You have done more for me than you kncn 
Wbereaa I was blind now I see. And may God forgiv*'*! 
mc for my lack of ia\ih. Truly my faithlessness and | 
our Father's forbearing love, truly they are mysteries J 
both ! " 

A silenoe followed. At lengtb Azerole lifted ha| 
liead, ;ind the face she turned to Leon was ra<iiant witV 
a victory of faith greater than he, not knowing all, was 
able to gueaa. Nor did that look of restful peace fade 
even when he left, her at the approach t o Castal 
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how strange ! he seems t>o have forgotten his crutches ! " 
Blaise's only response was an odd chuckle. 

At this moment a triumphant shout from the little 
cripple brought his governess to a sudden standstill; 
and, holding her breath, she gazed while the child, 
guiding his slow uncertain steps with the help of 
Madame de Rohan's arm on the one side and a little 
cane on the other, walked to meet his mademoiselle. 
He made a pretty picture in his crimson velvet suit, a 
broad collar of lace falling over his neck and shoulders, 
his light brown curls tossed about by the wind, and his 
fair little face flushed with exultant joy. In the back- 
ground Jacqueline and Blaise watched the scene with 
speechless delight. 

''Bon soir, Mademoiselle Montoux," called out Chris- 
tophe gleefully, when within a yard or two of her extended 
arms.* The next minute he threw himself upon her, 
and she, hardly able to speak for very gladness, clasped 
him close and kissed his brow. 

"I knew you would be so happy," he murmured; 
" next to Madame H^loise I knew yov, would be glad. 
M. Yaux arrived after you were gone, and he said I 
might have my first walk to-day without any crutches 
from the hall door to the gate of the court and back 
again, and I said to Madame that assuredly we must 
wait for my mademoiselle." 

" And Azerole mia, I have been waiting," he went on, 
lowering his voice so that only she might hear, '* I have 
been waiting also for you to come for the giving of the 
thanks. Jacqueline said we must thank the Madonna, 
but I do not think thus with her, for Our Lady she 
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does not know Monsieur Christophe de Beaur^ard of 
Castel Brianza in Piedmont. But God our Father, 
vraiment. He knows me, for it was He who made His 
little lame Christophe. And Jesus the Saviour, who 
was so kind to the httle boys and ^Is in the long ago. 
He without doubt knows mo too. And it is the good 
God that has made me well, for wo asked Him to do it 
many times, you and I, n'est-ce-pas. Azerole ? I knew 
that my mademoiselle would tell me how I could give 
the good God thanks, because this day I am a real 
little-man-Christophe, and can walk." 



CHAPTER XVn 

THE EXOBdSTS OF THE BOIS SUAntE 

Gaston de Rohan, who was with his regiment in the 
field, did not return that summer to Piedmont. From 
the beginning of the campaign of 1688 he had feared it 
would be so, the general in command having given him 
flatteringly but decidedly to understand that at such a 
time as the present, when the whole of Europe, incited 
thereto by William of Orange, was preparing to oppose 
the pretensions of Louis of France, the army was not 
likely to permit the withdrawal of a young officer at 
once so able and so brave as monsieur the Captain 
de Rohan. Very rarely news from the French camp 
reached Castel Brianza; and, although Madame de 
Rohan wrote with persistent regularity, she had but 
the faintest hope that the letters would ever reach the 
front. The end of the siunmer found her someyirhat 
anxious, nevertheless. Soldier's wife and soldier's 
mother that she was, she made no moan, but lived 
on from week to week on the hope which was all she had 
had to sustain her in former days. And if it was so 
that she saw her own restless uneasiness reflected in the 
face of her ward's governess she said no word, only 
treated the girl with a tender kindness more than ever 
like that of a mother. 
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One evening in the month of September Brother 
Thomas was sitting in the comfortable apartment he 
wa.s pleased to call his celL In his hand he held an 
open letter, which from time to time he consulted, while 
in an undertone he talked with a brother monk, like- 
minded with himself, if countenances speak true, 

" I tell you that fellow ought to have been here by 
now," snapped Brother Thomas in a tone of oon- 
ceutfftted irritation. 

The younger monk took a sip from the glass of red 
wine ho held up to the light. " He will come," he 
rejiiined, noddmg his head. " That is," he added with 
a leer, " if he is not too drunk. The fool is fast drink- 
ing liimself into his grave." 

" Apparently that is like to be the only feat he will 
ever accomplish within a reasonable hurry," grumbled 
the other, " All the same it would be somewhat more 
convenient if he would delav tho consummatioa of that. 
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dealing with heretics, is not to be trusted in such a 
delicate affair. I " 

Brother Thomas read thus far when the sound of a 
heavy step was heard in the stone corridor, and the 
next minute Michel Roussier entered the cell. The 
past months had told heavily upon the young man; the 
hectic flush in his haggard cheeks, the stoop of his 
shoulders, and the short breathing, bore startling witness 
to the truth of Brother John's assertion. 

Dispensing with the useless formality of a greeting, 
Michel faced his friend Thomas with an angry scowl. 
" Per baccho ! it is without doubt the same old story — 
you liave invited me to come to-night to hear the news 
that you are about to ask the prior to hurl anathemas 
at your one-time friend because of that confounded 
debt I tell you I cannot pay it, and no amoimt of 
curses either of Church or State can get out of me the 
money which I do not have. Go to my uncle if you 
will He can but cast me off. Eh bien," he dashed on 
recklessly, "Ufe brings its changes, and, after all, it 
would be hard to find any change that would be for the 
worse for Michel Roussier," and he laughed bitterly. 

" Softly, sofdy, mon ami Perchance we know of a 
plan for delivering you from your debt and improving 
life's prospects in general" Brother Thomas paused, but 
Roussier made no response, and the monk bringing his 
face close to Michel, who had seated himself gloomily, 
whispered at some length in his ear. 

The veins in Roussier's forehead swelled, and his 
fingers closed over the glass Brother John had pushed 
towards him. "But — ^but — I do not understand your 
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plan," ho muttered- " You mean no hann to the 

demoiselle ? For were it so I would not " 

" By no moans, friend Rousaier," was the soft-spoken 
assurance, " It is MademoiseUe Azerole's good wo are 
planning. Now listen to mo and I will sketch to you 
uiir little scheme. Before Captain de Rohan returns to 
Ficdmont, Mademoiselle Montoux is to be safe in a 
retreat, W/tere, however, must not be known but by 
the few. Monsieur the Abb£ T^tu has need of her 
services as teacher of music in the famous school of 
Saint Cyr, When mademoiselle has had a trial of the 
discipline of Madame de Maiotenon's holy institution 
she will be given her choice either to become a nun for 
life or to marry Monsieur Roussier of Malanot, You 
know the Vaudoiao, and you can guess what mademoi- 
selle's choice will be," The monk paused, apparently 
to consult again the abb^s letter, in reality that he 
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monk. ** She and her brother, I am told, meet together 
at some hiding-place on the Sabbath afternoons. It is 
your business to track them." 

Beads of perspiration broke out on Michel's forehead. 
** Per baccho ! " he exclaimed, ** know you that it is said 
they go to the Haunted Forest ? " 

" So much the better if that be so. The Bois Suaire 
will suit us admirably. I will exorcise the evil spirits 
for you, mon ami ; that is a simple affair. Find out the 
haunt of the fair heretic. When the right moment 
arrives we shall provide you with assistants sufficient to 
effect her capture. Monsieur her brother is not likely 
to prove a dangerous obstacle. I have heard that they 
are rarely seen to set out together for their forest 
rambles. Tou will have her gagged and carried quite 
to the other side of the wood, some three miles off, and 
there a carriage and escort will be in waiting. The 
whole thing will be accomplished so quietly, so mysteri- 
ously, that none but ourselves will ever be the wiser." 

Boussier wiped the drops from his brow and stood a 
moment in silent thought. We have already hinted 
that Michel Boussier was not intended for a villain. 
The man in him was now beginning slowly to assert 
itself ** Tou swear to me that no harm will come to 
mademoiselle ?" he asked, looking fiercely from one to 
the other of the pair opposite to him. 

Brother Thomas moved impatiently. ''Have not I 
said the word, fellow. And hark you, mon ami, the 
work you are called to do is holy, for it is on behalf 
of Holy Mother Church. There will be, moreover, a 
goodly sum of golden crowns for yourself, and — ^best 
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reward of all — you will be the preserver of the pretty 
Iierotic's soul. For, mark you, if ishe marries Gaston de 
Rohan she will be joined to a fellow who is half-infidel 
half-heretic himsell" 

It was enough. The very name of Ga8tOQ do Bohac 
seemed to stir up the fiend in Michel With a mut- 
tered imprecation he straightened himself, and held out 
his hand to the brothers. "Give me time, and, if the 
thing can be done, Michel Roussier is the man to do 
it," he said ; whereupon, forgetful for the second time of 
ceremony, he strode out of the cell 

The two who were left looked at each other. " Will 
lie fail ua ? " asked Brother John doubtfully. 

His companion laughed. "Provided he has a sight 
of Mademoiselle Azerole somewhat frequently, and that 
he hears constantly of the speedy arrival of Monsieur 
de Kohan, he will not ful us," 
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look more bewitching. She wore a white dress of thin 
shimmering stuff that fell about her in light easy folds, 
and the day bemg warm she had thro¥m off her mantle 
and was carrying it over her arm. In her other hand 
her bonnet swung loosely to and fro, keeping time to 
the slow measure of the psalm-tune she was humming 
softly to herself as she walked along. Her brown hair 
coiled loosely about her head was bound by a blue 
ribbon, from which a few curls had escaped, and were 
wandering in becoming disorder about her face and 
forehead 

Suddenly her unseen admirer was attracted by notic- 
ing at her throat the gleam of something crimsoa A 
moment before at sight of her face he could have had 
it in his heart to go away and refuse, come what might, 
to have anything to do with the Abb6 TStu's schemes ; 
but the vision of that spot of crimson hardened him to 
flint. It was only a spray plucked from the azerolier 
tree, the clustering berries showing their brilliant red 
against the glossy green of the leaves ; but he glared at 
it as if he would fain tear it from her neck. For he 
told himself savagely that he knew for whose sake she 
wore it Crushing back the imprecation that rose to 
his lips, he nimbly descended from the tree, and fol- 
lowed the girl into the wood. He did so cautiously 
and at some distance, however, but his passion had 
risen to such a height that he was carried out of him- 
self, and he failed even to remember that he was in the 
Haunted Forest. He had gone about a mile when his 
foot caught in a bramble trail and made him stumbla 
Afraid lest the noise of his £bJ1 should cause made- 
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moiselle to look back, he lay where he had fallen for a 
minute or two. On regiuniiig his feoL he found to his 
dismay tliat he had lost sight of the slight figure in 
white Hitting out and in among the intricacies of the 
wood. He stopped and strained bis ears to catch her 
footfall, but it fell noiselessly on the mossy path. As if 
chained to the spot Michel stood motionless, and into 
hia eyes there crept a look of terror. Overhead a storm 
seemed brewing, the sky had becomo suddenly overcast, 
in the forest the blackness of darkness gathered, and a 
stillness that might be felt filled the place, whose gloom 
seemed peopled with ghostly shadows gliding stealthily 
hither and thither, but over drawing nearer to him, 
until ho fancied he could feel their poisonous breath in 
his face. 

A cold sweat broke out upon his forehead, and he 
leant against a tree, his limbs shaking under him. He 
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tance, the shimmer of Azerole's dress, and once more 
with feverish haste he set off in pursuit. But he lost 
time through taking a wrong path, and when at last 
the precipices overhanging the dry bed of the old 
torrent was reached, Michel, to his chagrin, foimd that 
the Yaudoise was nowhere to be seen. She had dis- 
appeared as completely as if the groimd had opened 
and swallowed h^r. Considerably discomfited, Roussier, 
after waiting some time longer in the hope of Leon's 
appearing, was forced to the conclusion that he must 
already have arrived at the secret trysting-place. Con- 
sequently, the threatened storm having spent itself in a 
short sharp shower of rain, the spy was perforce obliged 
to beat a crestfallen retreat. 

The following Sabbath morning he provided himself 
with a supply of food, and walked to the Bois Suaire, 
succeeding, though not without considerable diiSiculty, 
in finding his way through the dense wood to the old 
river-bed. There, in a rocky cleft concealed by brush- 
wood, he hid and waited. But his mood had altered 
somewhat since we saw him last. An incident which 
had happened a day or two after his first visit to the 
Haunted Forest had, as he impatiently told himself, 
weakened his spirit. And now, lying with his face up- 
turned to the pure white clouds that flitted so noise- 
lessly across the deep blue, he upbraided himself for 
being at heart " naught but a miserable poltroon.'' 

The long hours passed, but at length his patience 
was rewarded, and he had the satisfaction of seeing first 
L4on and then Azerole emerge from the wood, descend 
the steep cliff leading to the dry bed of the torrent^ and 
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disappear witliin a narrow opening between the hi^h 
rocks on the opposite side of the stream. It took him 
quite half-an-hour to roach by a circuitous path the top 
rif tho long ridge of grey gneiss above the cavern, and, 
thoroughly exhausted with the cUmb, he lay down to 
rest and consider what was best to do nest. All un- 
known to hini his head was on a level with the hole in 
the roof of the haunted cave through which in winter 
the smoke from the fire was wont to make its escape. 
Suddenly he started on hearing beneath hint the sound 
of a voice he knew. It was Leon's. Michel rubbed 
his hands together, and chuckled inwardly. Now he 
would tind out whether this was a weekly rendezvous, 
or merely an accidental trysting-place. Ha crept closer 
to the aperture, and laid his oar against it. 

■'Lt'oii" — this time it was another voice that reached 
him, and its clear lonea made him thrill all over. 
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evil with good. Make him willing to believe that for 
the dear Lord Jesus Christ's sake we would fain be his 
friends." 

With a muttered oath Michel rose to his feet. The 
sweat was on his brow and his tired limbs were unsteady, 
but he descended and ascended the face of the rocks 
with a swiftness that» at another time, he could not 
have believed possible, and, dashing into the wood, 
hurried through its shadowy depths as if the spirit of 
the fratricide himself were in close pursuit. And truly 
there were spirits good and evil following on the heels 
of Michel Boussier, each in desperate earnest, bent upon 
outrunning the other in the race. Which would win ? 

He had not gone far when, impelled by some subtle 
influence outside his own will, he retraced his steps, and 
once more mounted to his place of concealment among 
the boulders on the top of the cli£ Crouching there 
within sound of the voices in the cavern below, there 
crept over him an indefinable sense of having escaped, 
for the moment at least, from his worst self. 

L6on had been strangely silent, even for him, that 
afternoon in the cave. Had he suspected the near 
neighbourhood of the foe lurking out of sight among the 
rocks overhead, he could scarcely have conducted their 
little service with a face more grave and preoccupied. 
When it was over and the last note of their hymn of 
praise had died away in weird sobbing breaths among 
the distant recesses of the cavern, he rose without a 
word and put away the Bible, returning with the bag 
in which they kept their store of money. Azerole 
looked surprised, for neither of them had brought any- 
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thing that day to add to their saviDga Tory corefolly 
ho cuunled over their hoard, then with a muttered " I 
thou^'ht so," replaced the coins in the pouch. " Azerole," 
he said, looking at her a little strangely, "you wondered 
when God would begin to answer our prayer that He 
would permit us to help Michel Methinks it may 
be " — the lad's voice grew slower — " it may be the answer 
has como oven now." In the fading light Azerole 
could not see her brother's expression, but she could 
hear the distress in his lona " I have tried to put it 
from me, but it returns agaiu and again, most of all 
when I try to pray. It is for your sake, ma mie, that I 
am troubled, more even than for myself. I had almost 
Lad it in my heart to wish that God had not answered 
our prayer — or at least not in thb way." Without 
apcakinij, Azerole laid her hand upon his. The sym- 
pathy in the mute aolion gave bim oouEur^ and, realis- 
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pitiful yeanling after something nobler. But this 
wretched debt was a halter round his neck chaining 
him to all the old evil influencea I asked him how 
much it waa Two hundred crowns, he said. Azerole, 
our hoard amoimts to one hmidred and sixty." 

There was a long silence. With her head buried 
in her hands, Azerole sat motionless. She did not 
know that she prayed, but she did. She was repeat- 
ing bewilderingly the words of Lton's prayer of a few 
minutes ago, asking that Grod would show them His 
will with regard to Michel Boussier, and help them 
to do it, however hard. '' Hard ! " the word seemed 
to mock her by its feebleness to describe what this 
sacrifice would mean for her and L6on. As if he had 
guessed her thoughts, or, it might be, had arrived him- 
self at the same point in the steep road they were trying 
to climb, L^on murmured, " I can do all things through 
Christ which strengtheneth me." Then she spoke out 
the bitterness of the doubt that was torturing her. 
"Lton, I believed that Grod was helping us to gather 
this money for our own freedom. Surely He would not 
mock us at the last by snatching it away from us ? " 

L^n sighed. He had hoped that questioning thought 
would not assail his sister, and for a long minute or 
two he was silent^ uncertain how to express the com- 
fort that had been vouchsafed to himself. "Certes," 
he began at last^ ''it seems to us mysterious, little 
sister, and yet " 

The sentence was never finished, for Azerole, with 
one of her bravest smiles, looked up. '' Shame on me 
to have forgotten, and that so soon again, that it is 
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our Father, God Himself, who has the key to this 
riddle also! We can wait for Him to unlock it in 
Hifs own good time. Give Michel the money, and if 
it bo the means of ehowing him that through the 
Vaudois reUgion he has a brother and a sister in you 
and lue, then our sacrilice will not be Lhrown away." 

Low though the speaker's sweet tones were they 
reached a listening ear oyerheod, where Roussier was 
now struggling fiercely with his tears, tears the like of 
which he had not shed since he was a soft-hoarted, 
innocent child. 

Late that night, when the household at Malanot had 
gono to ra-st, Leon crept softly to the room next his 
own and offered Roussier the hundred and sixty crowns 
from himself and his sister. Michel, who was in bed, 
was gruff and unresponsiTe. "Vraiment, but I am 
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the mere sight of gold is irresistible. He scrawled 
a few words on a piece of paper, and clutching the 
money, counted it with greedy carefulness. 

Straightening himself Michel fsM&A the pair. '' And 
now, messieurs, perchance this is the best moment to 
tell you that you must needs get some one other than 
Michel Boussier to do your dirty work." Spreading 
out his hands he looked at them in a curious way. 
"Some days agone you spoke of holy services to be 
rendered to Holy Mother Church, friend Thomas. 
Bene, for the present at least I have the femcy to 
keep clean hands for holy work." And with that he 
bowed and was gone. 

As the door closed behind him Brother John, his 
face black with rage, looked at his companion. " How 
now, mon ami, have you spoilt the game with your 
confounded greed?" 

The other laughed. ''Fear naught," he chuckled. 
" He will be ten times deeper in debt in a week. And 
then terror of you and me will modify his terror of the 
evil spirits in the Bois Suaire. Give him time, my 
son, give him time." 

Michel Roussier paid no more Sabbath visits to the 
Haunted Cave. He shrank from returning, not, how- 
ever, as Brother Thomas imagined, because of a supeiv 
stitious horror of the spirits that haunted the place, 
but because the man in him was slowly but surely 
waking into life, and it revolted against playing the 
spy upon those who were his friends. 

The weeks passed on, and the two Montoux con- 
tinued to meet as usual at their tryst without a sus- 
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picioD tbat it had been discovered, or tb&t there "was 
need for greater precaution than fonnerly. One after- 
noon in December Azerole, having lit a fire in the 
cavern, stood at the entrance looking out for L^on, who 
■was later than was his wont. He came at List, and in 
an amazement she watched him dash down the cU£f- 
sido and across the boulders in the river-bed with a 
daring recklessness that betokened something unusual 
had carried him out of himself At sight of Azerole he 
waved his hat, and, for the moment, forgetful of his 
wonted caution, shouted aloud. But not until ho came 
nearer did she catch the words, " Good news, ma inie ! 
Great news I Grand news ! " 



"Our 



" Ay, that too will come ! AH in good time," he 
roLurned confidently. Drawing her within the cave 
he put his armroundier. "Ciifeifl."h.o.S£iid.- 
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''It is the beginning, not the end, as they imagine. 
Henri Amaud is a great man. Under God he will 
accomplish the return of the Yaudois. As soon as 
the winter snows have melted on the Alps they will 
set out on their march to take possession once more 
of their valleys. And they will succeed, for the Ood 
of the Yaudois will fight for them; He will fight 
with them. Azerole, do you hear ? The Yaudois are 
returning I " 

But the girl was utterly unable as yet to grasp the 
magnitude of the news. She bowed her head, but her 
lips refused to speak 

Taking both her hands in his, L6on said, with a 
choking voice : ** Azerole, little sister, do you not under- 
stand? The riddle for them — our people, aye, and, 
please Gk>d, for our long-lost dear ones — for them the 
riddle is unravelling." 

At the words the quick colour rushed into the girl's 
cheeks. " And for us too, L^on," she whispered, awed 
by the thought that had come to her. " Ah, we see it 
now ! It was because our Father knew we should not 
need our money for ourselves that He asked us to give 
itaUtoMicheir 



CHAPTER XVin 



A FOOL AND HI8 POLLY 



In the valley of Meg&ve, at the foot of the Col Joli, the 
ciirly uioraing air on the 19th of August 16S9 wiis 
intensely cold. But, heedless of the icy keenness of 
the wind that blew across th© snow-capped peaks of 
the Alps, towering above and around them, two soldiers 
stood confronting each other in a narrow defile. At 
either end of the pass a couple of Vaudois scouts re- 
mained on guard, their watchful eyes following every 
movement of the younger of the ^0 men^ a French 
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escape from the kind land of their adoption and crossed 
the Alps, undaunted by indescribable hardships, hair- 
breadth escapes, and fierce encounters with the enemy 
who lay in ambush for them at every turn. Little 
wonder, however, if the spirits of Amaud's followers 
rose after each engagement with the foe, albeit so 
superior — ^in what the world calls superiority — to the 
untrained, inexperienced little army of the Yaudoia 
For had not the God of battles shown Himself from 
the first to be on the side of the '' Israel of the Alps " ? 
Had not He already done wonders on their behalf? 
Were not their numbers swelled by the many illus- 
trious prisoners which from time to time had fallen 
into their hands? Nevertheless they had need to be 
on their guard, no less against treacherous spies than 
against open foes, and the four scouts had but done 
their duty in seizing and disarming as a "suspect" 
this Frenchman, notwithstanding that he had in reply 
to their challenge answered ''Friend." After blind- 
folding their captive they had conducted him, where 
indeed he wished to go, into the presence of their 
general 

The young officer's noble bearing and frankness of 
speech were calculated to disarm suspicion, and Amaud 
felt himself irresistibly attracted. Nevertheless he did 
not fail to observe his habitual caution. 

'* Your interest in the Yaudois must be great indeed, 
monsieur, since it has prompted you to make such a 
fatiguing detour in order to warn us heretic barbets 
that by takii^ the mountain pass at Bonhomme, where 
you say the fortifications erected but a year agone to 
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oppoag ua have now been abandoned, we shonld escape 
tbe aii]bushnient lying in Trait for us at the other aide." 
There was a touch of doubt in the speaker's tone, and 
the Frenchman flushing, inatjnetively drew himself still 
more erect, "Pardon me," said Amaud somewhat 
hiistily, " I feel assured that in mistrusting you I am 
wronging you, monsieur. But I pray you to remember 
that I have the hves of eight hundred faithful followers 
depending — under God — on my judgment. For their 
sakcs I have no right to risk a false step." 

The other frankly held out his hand, which Amaud 
GT-aspcd with a cordiahty he could not have explained 
to himself "You have the right to suspect me, uion- 
sieur. You have the right also to ask for proofs of 
my sincerity, I have none to give. For explanation 
of my presence here I must in a sentence confide to you 
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Jesus Christ, from the lips of two of the children of 
your valleys, monsieur, and now in my extremity I 
called upon Him. In His mercy He hearkened to my 
cry and sent an answer of peace to my soul. Monsieiu- 
Amaud, the debt I owe to your countrymen and — 
countrywomen," the speaker lingered a moment on the 
last word, ''I can never repay. But I should be un- 
worthy of the unsullied name I bear if, when the 
opportunity presented itself, I did not try to express in 
deeds my gratitude. Yesternight I lay in a little inn 
at Salenches. Through a hole in the flooring of my 
bedroom I overheard the conversation of a party of 
reckless Piedmontese soldiers in the room below, who 
unwittingly revealed to me your near neighboiu-hood 
and danger, and, escaping from the house under cover 
of the darkness, I bribed a peasant to act as my guide 
to the ridge of Bonhomme. My men-at-arms were not 
to be trusted. I left them behind at Salenches. That 
is wherefore I am alone and unattended." 

Amaud wrung the hand he held. "And you, my 
friend ? " he demanded anxiously. " I greatly misdoubt 
me but your generous aid has been tendered at no 
little risk to yourself, Monsieur de Rohan. This act of 
yours — ^unpardonable, mark you, in the eyes of our foes 
and your friends — makes it impossible for you to return 
to Salenches to pick up your men-at-arms, and without 
guide or escort your position is hardly an enviable one." 

Gaston shrugged his shouldera "Certes, were I a 
free agent I should be greatly tempted to throw in my 
lot with you and your brave band, monsieur," he said 
with his pleasant anile, then shook his head at sight of 
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SO, for, believe me, the heart of Gas 
with that of Henri Arnaud in this 
I am well aware, moreover, that 
heroic eight hundred I should be se 
peril, but such a course is not mi 
minded at the same time to keep 
throwing aside his military cloak he 
of his doublet significantly. The ac 
Arnaud was quick to see, nameh 
officer's right arm hung limp and 
shoulder. " Ah ! " Gaston lightly re 
to the other^s glance of concern, '' it 
Captain de Rohan has an unlucky i 
the flying bullets, voili tout." (" The 
the better the target," muttered A 
" Whether I shall recover the use of 
is doubtful, but at least it has gain 
wished-for furlough, and from Pine 
liberty to make my swift way honu 
word was uttered with a HncrArir^/* ^ 
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refer to one Pastor Montoux and his family, who it is 
believed escaped to Switzerland " 

The y audois interrupted him. *' Francois Montoux ? 
Vraiment, the man who is my colleague, dear as a 
brother, faithful as " 

It was Gaston's turn to break in« "Comment? 
Here? In the camp with you?" 

The other nodded. "But at present absent on a 
foraging expedition not to return till nightfalL" De 
Rohan's face fell ''His wife and little daughter are 
not in Switzerland but in the duchy of Wirtemberg, 
probably not far distant from where you lay invaUded." 
The older man was fain to smile at the yoimger's stamp 
of unreasonable impatience with himself, so oddly did 
it contrast with the fervent " Thank God ! " which the 
next instant burst from his lip& 

There followed a hurried talk between the two, and 
the big heart of Henri Amaud was greatly moved when 
he realised the magnitude of the good tidings it would 
be his joy to bear to Pastor Montoux concerning his 
long-lost children. But only for a brief moment did 
the Yaudois leader permit himself to dwell upon this 
or any other topic outside Monsieur de Rohan himself. 
Mindful of the Frenchman's present danger, Amaud 
urged his departure, warning him there was only too 
great a probability of his Savoyard guide breaking 
faith. Signalling to two of the waiting scouts he 
rapidly explained the situation to them, and ordered 
the men to conduct de Rohan down the pass to the 
spot where the young officer had left his horse. For a 
few moments Henri Amaud watched the rapidly re- 
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treating figures of GaetOD and his guides, then witt 
his heuil bent in deep thought he strode through one 
dt:tilo uftcr another until he had gained his headquarters 
in tho Vaudois camp. 

At ono of the camp-fires round which a group of 
prisoners were drying their wet clothes before the 
cheerful blaze. Captain Amaud paused, and addressing 
one of the hostages with the courtesy he habitually 
showed to his captives, he inquired whether perchance 
M. Mtircier had ever heard of a French oflicei by name 
de Rohan, 

"I)ii Rohan? Captain Gaston de Eohan?" echoed 
the prisoner with a contemptuous laugh. " Comment, 
Muiisiuur General I but all the world knows Gaston de 
Rohun to be one of the greatest fools in France." 

"Your brother then, Mercierl" laughed a comrade, 
wlm apparently took his ill-fated aircuuiBtanoes philo- 
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family estates are enormous. During our young cap- 
tain's absence with the army in the field — where, by the 
way, rumour has it he has repeatedly distinguished 
himself— some evil-intentioned persons took the oppor- 
tunity to dispute the question of his lawful succession 
to the lands in Dauphin^, upon the plea that his father 
had been both traitor and heretic, and had only escaped 
excommunication and a military execution by dying 
before the court-martial had time to convict him. For 
my part, I do not believe the foul-mouthed liars. 
Among all the brave knights of France there was none 
braver, none truer than Bayard, Major de Rohan, and I 
have the right to say so, for I knew him well. I did 
hear a whisper of his having shown the soft heart to 
the Huguenots, but that is an old story now, and need 
not have been remembered against him or his. If at 
the present crisis young de Rohan had exhibited even 
one small grain of worldly wisdom all might have gone 
well; but — ^ma foil — ^what can you make of a fool? 
Even the shrewd Abb^ Tdtu's little scheme to reinstate 
his young relative in the good graces of Mother Church 
failed of success. The abb^, who is high in favour 
with Madame de Maintenon, albeit rumour has it he 
has a rival now in the person of the Bishop of Lyons, 
eh bien, Monsieur T6tu gave it as his opinion to 
Madame that, whatever Gaston de Rohan's father 
might have been, monsieur the gallant captain was 
himself a faithful son of the Church. All that was 
needed, quoth the pious abb^, was that monsieur his 
cousin should be asked in the presence of witnesses 
to swear to his loyalty to the Church. Thereafter — 
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tind to this Madame, on behalf of the king, agreed— 
the wholo affair should be at an end. But " 

" But what ? " sharply 'demanded Amaud, as Mercier 
burst into a loud laugh. 

"What, indeed? Ma foi! but would you believe it, 
riur young captain would not swear ? Was there ever, 
I demand of you, such a fool f And that " 

■' And that," interposed Henri Arnaud, finishing the 
Kcutence with quiet irony, " that is the man, the fool I 
should Kay, to whose folly we all, ay, and you likewise. 
Monsieur Meroier, owa our lives to-day." 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE PRISONER IN THB YBLVBT MASK 

"HoiA! Who goes there ? Haiti" The sharp, impera- 
tive tone of command suddenly changed, and the order 
to surrender was followed by a volley of exclamations, 
ending in the amazed " (Gaston de Rohan ! as I am an 
angry man I Where in the name of thunder and light- 
ning did you drop from ? " 

" From the same sky, I make no doubt, that thun- 
dered and lightened you from the clouds, Major de 
Brissac," replied (Gaston, airily concealing as best he 
cotdd his annoyance at this rencontre with a detach- 
ment of his most Catholic Majesty's troops on the high- 
road to Susa. 

" Eh bien, that you of all men should turn up here 
and now proves that my lucky star must have been in 
the ascendant after all this morning. I and my men 
are in the worst of tempers, and small wonder. Have 
we not been lying in wait all day on the heights above 
the pass of Bonhonmie, our bodies freezing with cold, 
our souls boiling with disappointment and rage ? We 
had planned to have iine sport bringing down big 
game in the shape of a band of heretic Vaudois, but — 
peste ! instead of walking into the trap our Piedmon- 
tese cousins had prepared for them, the birds — warned 
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by some traitor, I warrant — took moimtun exercise 
elsewhere. Our colonel's amiability, a trifle soured 
already, will not be improved by the news we are on 
our way to report, and some of us, I wot not, will be 
glad enough that you are at hand to try on h? m your 
old powers of sweetening other folks' acidity, Vrai- 
ment, but it is odd that we should meet, you and I, 
and hero of all places ! And you appear to be alone, 
mon ami. What freak is this ? " 

Do Rohan briefly explained his errand to Pinerolo, 
passing lightly over the trifling circumstance of his 
having chosen to leave his men-at-arms behind at 
Salonchea, whereupon the lively major, signing to his 
company to fall in behind, led the way towards the 
town of Susa, some two miles off. £7!. route de Erissac 
rattled on in a ceaseless flow of talk, now railing against 
the barbetH for Buweodina in jdviuE him the alio, nav < 
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not his own hair, which would be fitting, but the feel- 
ings of his affectionate sympathisers. True, there are 
but three of us in the secret as yet ; but, ma foi I these 
state skeletons are not given to keeping decently in 
their cupboards." 

De Rohan listened without hearing. Truth to tell 
his mind was much perturbed over the situation in 
which he now found himself, a position of affairs 
brought about, he was forced to acknowledge, by his 
own carelei^sness. He had been riding hard all day, but 
at last, feeling secure in the knowledge that he had left 
far behind him the Piedmontese troops who were in 
pursuit of the Vaudois, he had under cover of the 
gathering dusk yielded to a sense of physical weariness, 
and slackened speed. Allowing the reins to hang 
loosely on the neck of his good steed, he had fallen into 
a reverie, his thoughts strangely mixed. Now they 
were grave as he reflected that perchance by this time, 
if the worthy Alphonse T6tu had succeeded in his 
cousinly machinations, Gaston de Rohan was a dis- 
inherited, and what in those days was still worse, an 
excommunicated man, and, in consequence, an exile 
from the land of his birth ; anon they were glad with 
a gladness nothing could quench as he realised his 
nearness to those who were dearer to him than lands, 
or fame, or even the esteem of his fellow-men. De 
Brissac's voice had roused him somewhat rudely to 
the discovery that he had inadvertently left the un- 
frequented by-path he had been pursuing, and had 
wandered into the highroad. And now, while he was 
returning random monosyllables by way of reply to 
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his friend'a volubility, he was schooling himself to play 
his part when face to face with Colonel de Vardes. a 
man whom he knew by name to be a military martinet 
as well as a bigoted churchman. 

Arrived at Susa, de Rohan was introduced by de 
Brissac to his commanding officer, and by him was 
at once invited to mess that evening at the best inn 
nf which the little town could boaaU At supper, as 
f.iastou had only too surely foreseen, the subject of 
conversation was divided between the fortunes of the 
French arms in the Palatinate and these miscreant 
Vaudois, and the slip they had given Monsieur de 
Brissac that day. Plans were laid for still more effec- 
tively circumventing the exiles, and again and again 
Captain de Rohan was called upon for the benefit of 
his esperienoe and counsel. It was not possible that 
his unresponsiveness and evasions could lootr esci 
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traitor who gave warning to the barbets at the pass of 
Bonhonime. It is one Paul Ramier, the bugle-master's 
son. He was missing from headquarters yesternight, 
lost his way on the mountains he declares, but refuses to 
give any account of himself. He has all along been 
suspected by some of our men of being in league with 
this devil's agent Henri Amaud and his band. We 
have had him arrested and put in irons. What may 
be your orders, monsieur colonel ? " 

The colonel, never in the best of humours at any 
time, was irritated at the very mention of the con- 
temptible foe who had contrived to outwit his military 
tactics. It was a relief to have some one at last on 
whom he could legitimately wreck his spleen. ''Let 
him be shot on the morrow's mom at daybreak, 
sergeant. It were well to teach the men a lesson. If 
what I hear be true, there are other malcontents in 
the camp." 

The sergeant, saluting again, was about to withdraw, 
when (Gaston started to his feet "Halt!" he cried. 
His face was pale, but he stood erect, his hand on 
his sword, his head thrown back, his eye fearless. 
** Messieurs, you have got the wrong man. It was I, 
Gaston de Rohan, who gave warning to Monsieur Henri 
Amaud of the ambush that had been laid for him. I 
did not know then that it was this distinguished com- 
pany I was circmnventing, but the knowledge wotdd 
have made naught of difference to my action." 

A dead silence followed upon this bold speech. 
Under his breath de Brissac, furiously twisting his 
moustache, had muttered, " Fool ! Could he not have 
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hold his tonguo ? " The remainiiig officers, two young 
lioutenantg who had found thcoiSelves greatly attracted 
by de Rohan, looked uneasily at the major. Sergeant 
Soiibise, a eava^e- tempered fellow of whom even tbe 
fiery colonel stood somewhat in awe, smiled sardonically. 
•' Monsieur colonel, there is no further need, I presume, 
for the irons, or — or — the execution on the morrow. I 
have your leave to withdraw, monsieur ? " 

A scowl darkened the face of the commanding officer, 
who was heated with wine and anger combined. " The 
scoundrel thinks I am afraid to meddle with a do 
Rohan," ho muttered wrathfuUy to himself, for the half 
sneer in the sei^eant's voice had stung hi"> . " Hold 
there, varletl" he shouted. "In truth there ia need of 
both. The irons now, and — tte — execution at day- 
broak will be reserved for monsieur the Captain Qaston 
de Rolian." . _____^___^.^_^„^^^^^^^ 
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to an officer of your rank and renown, and it is only 
upon the plea of my being an old schoolmate of that 
fool there/' glancing with supreme contempt at (raston, 
who stood opposite with folded arms, " that I venture 
to interfere with a trifling suggestion." 

" Eh bien, and what may it be that you would pro- 
pose, major?" demanded his superior. "That we 
should let >iiT» go free to do us a further mischief ? " 

De Brissac shrugged his shoulders. "Ma foi, not 
Vraiment, but he has had his turn, now it is our& Let 
him take the late prisoner Fouquet's berth at Finerolo. 
It will save us from an awkward dilemma that he 
should personate our Man-in-the-Velvet-Mask. Let 
him swear — and let it be remembered, messieurs, that 
men of his eccentric stamp never break their word of 
honour — that he will with scrupulous care wear the 
steel visor, that he will never without permission of his 
jailor reveal his identity in the citadel until such time 
as his most Christian Majesty shall appoint, and to this 
end that he will pass himself off under another name." 

Involuntarily three pairs of eyes were turned upon 
Graston. Truth to tell none in the room, from the surly 
colonel downwards, but would be relieved if de Brissac's 
plan of extricating them from a most embarrassing 
situation was proved practicable. In spite of the trick 
he had played them, de Rohan had gained their liking 
and esteem, and in their hearts none of them wished 
him in Moreover, and this fact Colonel de Vardes 
was not too drunk to see, the major^s proposal would, 
as he had said, save the company from the conse- 
quences of its colonel's hot-headed rashness in cross- 
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ing swords with a. prisoner of State. Strange to Bay 
de Viiriies did not seem to entertun a momeat's doubt 
as to the inviolability of Gaston de Rolian's word of 
honour. Stranger still perhaps, unless the wine he had 
drunk be taken into account, he failed to observe that 
the iiuijor's cunningly worded conditions left the 
prisoner in the citadel of Pinerolo free to make his 
escape if circumstances favoured the attempt. 

" Gentlemen," said GsBton, bowing first to the colonel 
and then to the others, "I appreciate to the full the 
consideration which has been shown to me. I pledge 
myself to abide by the restrictions laid down by Major 
de Brissac and approved of by Monsieur le Colonel de 
Vardes. Doubtless, however." and he bowed again, this 
time somewhat anxiously, "doubtless, monsieur, you 
will permit me to acquaint my relatives of my well- 
boini:. They ;" . .._,,... . 
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de Brissac adjusted the mask, murmuriiig as he did 
so : " Keep quiet. The Vaudois dispersed, you will be 
set at liberty. I shall have information conveyed to 
the Abb6 T6tu. He is high in favour, I understand, 
with Madame de Maintenon, and will speedily arrange 
matters, you will see." 

De Rohan's smile struck his friend oddly. "Yes, 
mon ami," returned the prisoner gravely, " I shall see." 



CHAPTER XX 

WAITINO 

All through the autumn and winter succeeding Gaston 
de Rohan's imprisonment in the citadel of Piuerolo the 
hearts of two women in the great lonely old chateau of 
Briaiiza grew sick with longing for news of the absent 
one for whom they waited and watched in vain. His 
mother hiid duly received a letter telling of his recovery 
from the illness consequent upon his second wound, 
and later had come a meag«i£ar aonoimci ng monsieor 
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seemed to have the courage just then to broach to 
the other. 

At the entreaty of Madame de Rohan, Signer Bocelli, 
the advocate at Turin, had gone to Paris with the 
hope of obtaining some intelligence concerning the 
mysterious disappearance of Captain Gaston de Rohan. 
The report he brought back was scarcely a reassuring 
one, although it was softened with all the plausibility, 
evasion, and subterfuge of which only a warm-hearted 
Italian knows the art to perfection. From the Ahh6 
T6tu he had ascertained that Captain de Rohan was 
just then imfortunately not too high in favour at the 
court of Versailles. It was known that he had left the 
army suddenly and somewhat under a cloud, and it was 
believed that he was now in retirement, having been 
advised to effitce himself from public notice for a time 
until the little scandal — a foolish quarrel with the 
Church-*43hotdd have blown over. ''In a few weeks 
the sky will be clear, and we shall have Monsieur 
(jaston home,** quoth the signore cheerily. 

But the weeks dragged themselves out into months, 
and still he did not come. '^ It is the curse that is on 
the house of de Rohan," Madame H^loise would mutter 
to herself at times, not thinking that she spoke aloud, 
and Azerole, overhearing the words, would shiver with 
a sense of nameless dread, and for the rest of the day 
wotdd wander aimlessly from room to room of the 
ch&teau with a half-scared face, treading noiselessly as 
when death has entered a housa 

Throughout these first weeks of waiting the girl was 
hardly herself; and Jacqueline, who watched over 
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mademoiselle with only a degree less of devotion thun 
tliat which she bestowed upon her beloved mistress, 
i'tiiired the girl was falling sick. But it waB not so, and 
era long Azerole rousod herself and went about her 
daily duties with a quiet courage that bore bright 
witness to the truth of the promise, " My grace is suffi- 
cient for thee. My strength is made perfect in weak- 
ness." True, there were times when in the quiet of 
her own room she would take herself to task for the 
nervous restleaanesB which she could not always con- 
trol, and she would with shame reproach herself for 
ingratitude. "Is it then possible that I can be other 
than full of joy and thankfulness to our Father God ? " 
slie would ask indignantly while she walked the floor 
in the darkness of the night. " On that never-to-be- 
fiirgntten day in August when Leon, half delirious with 
joy, brought me the news of _^ie Kentr^ QlqrieugsJ; 
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who neyer failed to give comfort liberally and without 
upbraiding. Then, when she was oahn again, she would 
tell herself, with a pathetic attempt to hide the real 
truth from her shrinking consciousness, that there was 
but little wonder if at times she felt anxious and 
troubled. Almost immediately following the news of 
the return of the Yaudois, had come the intelli- 
gence that Pastor Montoux had been taken by the 
enemy and sent to prison in Turin. And, in addition 
to this sorrow, she was suffering under a further trial 
in the loss of the brother who had been for these past 
four years her pillar of strength. Not only with the 
cordial consent of the Broussels and Michel Roussier, 
who were all three secretly interested in the heroic 
struggle of the Yaudois, but also at the earnest entreaty 
of Azerole herself, Lton had set off to join the returned 
exiles. After sharing the hardships and perils of his 
people all through the autumn, he was now shut up for 
the winter on the Bock of the Balsille with Henri 
Amaud and his brave band. 

But if the gnawing pain of a secret heartache told 
upon the physical frame of the young Yaudoise, so that 
all could see its effects in the paleness of her cheek 
and the languor of her step; if her song for days 
together was hushed and her smile pathetically wan, 
yet the girl's unfailing brightness, her unselfish thought 
for others, told of a happiness underneath all that 
nothing really could touch. For had she not a Friend 
upon whom she could roll her own burden, and thus be 
free to help bear those of others ? 

It was perhaps as well for her that the work laid to 




her hands that winter was far from light. Towanis the 
end of November Madame H^loiso was prostrated by 
an attack of low fever, Azerole, who waited upon her 
night and day with untiring devotion, would have felt 
the rospcinsibility press still more heavily had it not 
been for the knowledge that upon every servant in the 
chilteau, from Jacqueline and Blaise downwards, she 
could rely at all times for affectionate help and counsel ; 
while littio Chriatophe, firm in the belief that in fulfil- 
ment of Gaston's charge to him the care of both ladies 
rested on his small shoulders, proved himself a greater 
comfort than he knew. 

No sooner had Madame de Bohan shown signs of 
convalescence than Azcrole's services as sister of mercy 
were required at Malanot. To the amazed gladness of 
M. Broussel, and to the joy, though hardly to the sur- 
prise of his gentle Justine, Michel from the timH nf 



WAITING 239 

and none was asked. But by Madame and M. Broussel 
the truth was more than suspected, and in their hearts 
they blessed the Vaudois lad, who had oome as a gift 
from heaven to their house. 

For months, with none to notice — ^for Madame Justine 
was engrossed with her half-inyalided husband — Boussier 
had been overtaxing his strength in a vain attempt to 
undertake both his own and Leon's share of work, and 
M. Broussel, enfeebled by the malady from which he 
had been suffering for long, was not so quick as other- 
wise he would have been to see how the young man's 
efforts to accomplish the impossible were undermining 
his health. 

Michel kept up until the winter's snows began to 
melt, then with a patient silence he took to his bed; 
and his uncle, roused to a sudden realisation of the 
state of affairs, reproached himself with a violent abusive- 
ness that excited the patient's gratitude and fever at 
one and the same time. Madame Justine, in her dis- 
tress, sent at once for Azerole. It was not possible to 
refuse the humble yet earnest request ; but the young 
girl went with misgiving. She need not have feared. 
Michel accepted her kind offices gratefully, and neither 
by word or look gave her cause to regret that she had 
come. He made no attempt to conceal that her gentle 
ministrations were a pleasure to him, that the touch of 
her hand on his brow soothed the throbbing pain, that 
the sound of her voice singing by his bedside quieted 
the distressing fancies of his fevered brain, and was 
sweet as heaven's own music in his ears; but he took 
all without outward demonstration^ realising that to her 
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any display of feeling would be painful. And. when 
convalescent, he was careful not to show how he missed 
the almost diuly visits she had paid to Malanot when 
ho was so ill, and the old people depressed and anxious. 

He was sitting on the Tsraodab one evening in the 
month of April when she oame bringing a basket of 
flowers from the Castel Brianza gardens. "For my 
nunt Justine, mademoiselle!" he said, rising to place 
a cbair for her. 

" No," she said quietly, " they are for you, monsieur. 
I was remembering that this was your first day of 
reluming to work, and I thought you would be tired 
out and might be glad to have the Sowers. You were 
s<i fond of them when you were ill" 

Roussier took the basket, and his thin fingers rested 
with a lingering touch upon the gay blossoms for a 
moment or two ; when he spoke his voice was a little 
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sister-friend you have shown yourself throughout these 
past weeks, he will be grateful, and — and — ay, even 
content" 

And as the girl walked slowly back to the ch&teau, 
Michel's strange look haunted her, while his still 
stranger words kept ringing in her ears like the 
muffled tolling of a funeral bell — " K you will continue 
on to the end." 



CHAPTER XSI 



MONDOVI THE BLACK 



One evening in May two men. escorted by a conader- 
abJe force of armed troopers, crossed over from 
Diiuphin^ into Piedmont bj the pass Julian, and 
look the road leading to Lucerna. Thej were the 
Abbe T^tu and the Comit de Mondovi Both gentle- 
men were travelling incognito, "for a joke merely," as 
the count waa fond of reiterating with his boisterous 
laugh- Count Basile de Mondovi, " Mondovi the 
Black," as he was generally called, who wore the 
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It was almost dark when the travellers, pausing on 
the brow of a hill, looked across the interrening plain 
towards the grey towers of the huge pile of building 
which the quasi monk pointed out as the monastery of 
Lucema. 

"Ma foil So these are the woods where your 
nightingale sings!" laughed Count Basile. 

But this time the abb6 did not laugh. The day had 
been oppressively hot, nevertheless, as befitting his 
disguise, he had been obliged to go on foot when 
traversing the more frequented districts, and the 
exercise had been by no means to his mind. He 
was footsore and weary, and in consequence his temper, 
naturally fragile, was worn too. 

''He thii^," muttered Monsieur I'Abb^ in an 
irritable aside to himself, ''he thinks I have come 
here but to decoy my barbette - bird into my net, 
but he is warong. That is only half my business. 
Madame H^loise, from what monsieur the prior tells 
me, must be failing fast in healtL Before she dies 
she will bequeath to the Church the half of her estates 
in order to ransom monsieur her son from — what 
shall I say? — ^from death? Nay truly, but from 
what is worse, from excommunication by Holy Mother 
Church." 

''He thinks," said Mondovi the Black to himself, 
while he struck his spurs into the sides of his horse, 
then hit it savagely for rearing, "he thinks I have 
come but to assist in the fun of catching the Vaudoise 
nightingale, but he is wrong. That joke would scarce 
have been worth the journey, had it not been that I 
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had a miQd to sea how the little hunchback looks after 
all these years." 

The next day but one after the foregoing conversa- 
tion old Blaise, a look of uneasiuess ou hie honest face, 
ushered Michel Roussier into the hall at Castel Briauza 
where Madame de Rohan and Azerole were sitting at 
work. " Pardon, mesdamos," said Roussier, saluting 
hurriedly, and speaking with considerable agitatiun, 
while he wiped the drops from his heated brow. The 
day hiid been sultry, and ho had galloped from Malanot 
to Cftstel Brianza without drawing bridle. " Pardon, I 
pray you, my lack of ceremony, but my business, 
Madaiuo, ia urgent. The Abbe T^tu is here, that is at 
Lucerna, and I take it he has come on the devil's 
errand." Azerole's cheek paled, but it was at Madame 
Heloise she threw a quick glance of apprehension. 
" There is another with him. and thev are both dm^— 
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soon gathered it was the Vaudois heretic they were in 
search of. The abba's friend seemed to have a curiosity 
to see the brother of — of — Mademoiselle Montoux. 
I could not hear all, but I caught a rough joke about — " 
Michel hesitated, darting a quick glance of distress 
towards the young girl, ** about ' the barbette nightin- 
gale/ as they made bold to call her, who, they declared, 
would soon be singing in her gilded French cage at 
St. Cyr." 

Madame Heloise drew Azerole close to her and put 
a protecting arm round her waist. "Fear nothing, 
ma mie. None can touch you here. Tou must keep 
within doors as much as possible till they are gona 
When you go out, even to the gardens, Blaise or one of 
the other servants must always be near. Who is the 
abba's companion, think you, Michel? Another priest?" 

"I think not, Madame. Certes, my discernment is 
greatly at fault if, despite his bourgeois garb, he be 
not a noble, and a fierce one to boot I caught the 
half of his name ; he slipped it out himsel£ But the 
abb^ stopped him, muttering that walls had ears, 
which was nigher the truth than he knew. The name 
began — ** Roussier frowned in the effort to recall it — 
" ah, yes, Mondoy — ^was it not 7 Comment, Madame ? " 
This with a start, for Madame H61oise, her face deadly 
white, had suddenly grasped his arm with a grip that 
was pauL 

"Mondovi? The Count de Mondovi?" she gasped 
in a hoarse voice. 

''9^1 9a! Madame, but I believe that was the very 
word I caught I" 
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' Describe him. Say, what is he like I " 

Michel smiled grimly. " H© ia the picture of a man 
we shfiuld paint wherewith to frighten children. His 
complexion ia darker than most men's, bis eyes gleam 
like fire. It might be that for a demon he would bo 
reckoned handsome, as demons go, save for the hideous 
scar that zigzags down one side of his face." 

Maduiiio dropped the arm she held, and repeated 
half under her breath the name she had uttered 
before. "Basile de Mondovi^-Mondovi the Black 1" 
But the next instant, looking wildly round the hall, 
shu cried almost tieroely, "Christophe! Where is tho 
boy I " 

Michel Roussier turned away with something like 
imjjaLience. What did it matter where Monsieur da 
Beauregard was just then? Poste! How could she 



MONDOVI THE BLACK 247 

as if she expeoted to see it flung open by the dreaded 
object of her thoughts. 

Michel, utterly at a loss to account for a scene whose 
very mysteriousness was irritating, and not daring to 
remain a minute longer, strode out of the hall and 
across the court to the gate, which he found Blaise 
locking and barring with hands that trembled by 
reason of something other than the feebleness of age. 
'' See here, good Blaise," he said in a low tone, signing 
to the old man to undo the bars, ** I do not understand 
what all this means concerning that same MondovL 
But I do understand that Mademoiselle Montoux is 
in danger at the hands of one or both of these men. 
She must not set foot without the ch&teau. Tou must 
let no stranger — man, woman, or child — pass the gate 
of the court until I return. Within three hours expect 
me. Listen for the cry of the death-owl, and when that 
is repeated three times, followed by three sharp raps on 
the gate, open to me." ' 

Another minute and Boussier, mounting his horse 
that stood waiting in the court, galloped oS. But not 
to Malanot. In response to an invitation left with 
Nanette by the Capuchin monk Michel was going to 
sup that evening with Prior Baronius and his guests 
at the monastery of Lucema. 

Boussier was welcomed cordially by the kind old 
prior. Also with a great show of friendliness the 
Abb^ TStu, who had thrown ofiE his disguise, intro- 
duced "our gallant friend Boussier" to his travelling 
companion, ''M. Scaliger of Paris," the swarthy- 
faced gentleman Michel had seen through the floor of 
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the lol't that afternoon. The remaining guest of the 
party was a French officer vhom Roussier recognised 
as monsieur ths commandant of the garrison at 
Pinerolo. 

Curing Clipper the talk, led by the abb^ and the 
prior, turned upon the religious piety of Madame de 
Mainlenon, her wonderful influence for good over the 
king her husband, and the saintlinesa of her labour 
not only at the court and among the demoiselles of 
yt. Cyr, but among the Huguenots, scores of whom, 
so declared the abbe, were converted through her 
means. 

The prior's face shone. " It is a glorious work," he 
said ; " one for which she will be richly rewarded. 
Truly of her it might be said in the words of one of 
the holy Fathers, that she doth ' compass sea and 
land to make one proselvte'"; a Quotation which 
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thinks the pain endured by the pitying spirit of the . 
punisher must needs equal, nay, even exceed, that 
of the punished! It oft troubles me to understand 
why our Blessed Lord, Himself so pitiful, laid down 
for us in this matter no clear command. The very 
knowledge that the torture, the killing, and the burn- 
ing were His blessed will would, I doubt not, nerve 
the weakest of us for the task 'Tis strange His 
silence! Passing strange!" and the old man sighed 
heavily. 

" Come, father, our talk has wearied thee. We will 
leave thee to take thy rest while we go and greet our 
good brother Thomas," said the abb^, and, rising, he 
respectfully saluted the prior and left the apartment, 
followed, at a sign from him, by the others. 

Brother Thomas they found waiting for them in 
his cell, and, with no further loss of time, the abb^, 
when all were seated, began in a brisk tone, "Now 
to business, messieura Mon ami " — ^this in his warmest 
tone to Roussier — " we are going to renew our old pro- 
posal Now, as before, we are in want of your valu- 
able aid in obtaining possession of the V audoise, Azerole 
Montoux. We have at our command the necessary 
means if force be needed, but in such a delicate matter 
it were better — nay, we prefer it — to rely solely on your 
help, monsieur." 

Michel laughed boisterously. " Ma foi ! But I have 
had enough of midnight orgies with the ghostly 
spectres of the Bois Suaire! I think I hear them 
yet with their blood-curdling shriekings. I do not 
say it as a boast, Monsieur I'Abb^, but I warrant 
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there is none that would have gone further than 1 
did in that inferno of a foreat and have returned alive 
and sane. No, no, I have bad enough of such 
revels. Besides " — here ho laughed again — " the man 
I hated is out of the way. It was hatred " — 
Michel ground his teeth — " ay, it was hatred of 
Gaslon de Rohan that urged me on. He no longer 
stands in my path. He is dead, happily. I shall 
get mademoiselle for my wife without your help, 
Monsieur I'Abb^" 

" Not no fast, men ami, not so fast," softly interposed 
(he ecclesiastic with a smile. "I just happen to have 
heard that monsieur my cousin de Bohan is not dead, 
but in truth at this moment very much alive." 

Almost rudely Michel interrupted, and this time his 
laugh was ono of pure scorn. "I shall beUeve that 
when I see him. He has been dead for mont 
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By — ** Boussier's fist came down with a crash upon 
the table, his face was red, and his eye gleamed like 
that pf a wild beast about to spring upon its prey. 

Still smiling, the abb4 laid his hand soothingly on 
the young man's arm. '^ Gently, gently, my good 
fellow. There is still time for revenga We hear that 
my cousin is soon to be liberated. But, if we be quick 
we shall have our pretty bird in her cage before he has 
escaped from his." 

Boussier, wiping the drops from his brow, looked 
frx)m one to the other of the faces that were watching 
him with various degrees of curiosity. "Though aU 
the fiends in Christendom were in the Bois Suaire," he 
burst forth with savage unconcern as to the fitness of 
his phrases, " I will track her out I " 

Monsieur Scaliger looked across the table at his 
friend the abb^ with a leer that brought into hideous 
conspicuousness the scar on his face. "Alphonse," 
he murmured, in what he believed was an undertone 
— " Alphonse, you have got your man." 

The abb^ shook his head wamingly. Michel affected 
to be too absorbed to have heard. ** Eh bien, what is 
your plan, my good Boussier ? " 

Michel sat down, and with his elbows on the table 
and his head on his hands appeared to be considering 
the question. In reality he was rehearsing to himself 
the project he had thought out that evening on his way 
to Lucema. 

''Of course," went on the ecclesiastical diplomatist, 
who had no idea of allowing his tool to consider him- 
self indispensable^ ''of courae we can obtain the gid 
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by uthtT meftQs. Monsieur Scaliger and Ma<lam8 
de Rohan are old friends. Without doubt through 
monsieur's persuasions Madame will be easily induced 
to give up the barbette, or, if need be, forced to do so." 
And Rouesier, listening with all hia ears, recalled with 
not a little uneasiness the agitation of the mistress of 
Castel Brianza on hearing that the Count de Mondovi 
was in the neighbourhood. 

" The fact is, messieurs " — this time the hard voice 
was that of Brother Thomas — '■ we mean to have this 
(liingerous young Vaudoise. Firstly, of course, for the 
sake of her soul's salvation, and secondly, for the sake 
of Monsieur Roussier's happiness. And we shall gain 
our point, for at our back we have the power both of 
Church and State. The abaonoe of Monsieur de Rohan 
from Brianza and of the barbette's brother from Mala- 
not. the fact that at this moment Franca and Savoy 
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are matiTig fools of themselves at this moment on the 
Rock of the Balsille, and mademoiselle is on the qui 
vive for secret news. But I promise you it will not be 
a friendly barbet that will meet her at the rendezvous 
in the Haimted Forest!" The speaker stopped and 
drew a deep breath. 

Alphonse Tdtu rubbed his hands softly together. '* 1 
see you are going to have your revenge upon your rival, 
mon ami And" he added significantly, " there will be 
the more substantial reward " 

He was interrupted by Roussier, whose face had 
grown black as a thundercloud at the mention of his 
rival. ''I am not so sure of that/' he shouted in a 
sudden access of fiiry. "He may slip through my 
fingers yet Peste! it is ever my confounded luck to 
get fooled in that way. See you, Monsieur TAbb^, I 
care not a straw for all the gold crowns in the world in 
comparison to having the chance of flinging scorn at 
that insolent braggart who was wont to find his amuse- 
ment in treating me like a dog. My reward I swear 
must needs be of another kind than money; nothing 
short of witnessing the humiliation of my enemy will 
satisfy me." Michel, a look of evil anticipation on his 
face, turned to the officer of the garrison. *' Monsieur 
Commandant, I ask from you a five minutes' interview 
with the prisoner. Monsieur de Rohan. The time will 
amply serve my purposa I warrant it will prove too 
long for him, ha ! ha ! " 

The officer waved his hand haughtily. "Tou ask 
the impossible, my fine fellow." 

With a dogged air Michel folded his anns. '' Then, 
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gentlemen, all I hare to B&y is that you ask of me tha 
imposaible. That which you reqiiiro of Michel Roussier 
is no child's play, A pretty strong stiniiihint I vow 
is needed to keep up one's spirits iu the Bois Suaira 
Gratified revenge is ahoiit the boat I know. At any 
rate it is the only one that is like to suit my constitu- 
tion. But certes, please yourselves, messieurs. I think 
you mentioned that you had some other strings to your 
bow," and Michel, ming to go, took a step towards the 
door. 

But the abb4 called him back, and, half playfully, 
half soorafully, rallied him upon carrying hia jealous 
anuuosity to the length of absurdity. 

" Absurdity 1 " echoed Michel in a fuiy, " Absurdity ? 
And you all hate him Uke the very poison yourselves, 
only you do not choose to say that same I 7'hat if you 
will is the absurdity of the thing 1 " and in b^h dudgeon 
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de Rohan the same that he once gave ma Upon him- 
self I shall not lay a finger." 

^ No, nor even your tongue too heavily/' retorted the 
other. To this Michel made no responsa ''My other 
stipulation is this»" the commandant went on stiffly, 
** that you swear that you will not reveal to any one the 
fact of your visit, or the real name of Monsieur de 
Rohan, who is known in the citadel by another name. 
I understand that you are a man of your word." 

** I swear," shortly replied Roussier. " And see you, 
Monsieur Commandant, to-morrow it must ba" The 
officer curtly signified his assent ^And the hoiir, if 
you please, monsieur ? " 

** After dark, fellow, I shall be in readiness." 

Roussier considered a moment. ''Bene, two hours 
before midnight I shall be at the citadel And then — ! " 
with a sudden recollection of the part he was playing 
Michel stopped, smiled sardonically, and fiercely rubbed 
his pahns together, apparently in anticipation of the 
moment when he should have his rival, figuratively 
speaking, in his own hands to crush at wilL With an 
eagerness to be o£^ that he might at once set affairs in 
train, he had seized his hat once more, when the re- 
membrance of final arrangements checked him. " Mon- 
sieur TAbb^, without doubt you understand that I must 
have assistanca The last time I tracked the demoi- 
selle to her tryst she — ^ma foi ! it makes my flesh creep 
now to think of it! — she disappeared before my very 
eyes as if the fiends themselves had spirited her away ! " 
and Roussier wiped genuine drops of moisture from his 
brow. "J mil Ivikve ^ought to do with yoyr trooper^^ 
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uie».si&iirs. In the Bois Suaire they would become but 
a flying' Hock of white feathers. It will be necessary 
Ibr yiiu " — ^he waved his arm toward the trio sitting 
s<jiiicwliiit apart from the commandant — "to accom- 
pany nie. Without doubt we shall have a funUng 
iiiaiilcT) to carry between us some two or three miles 
ri^'lit across to the further side of the forest. It will 
lak'.: the four of us to accomplish that before the 
iruirnin^' is too far advanced." 

Monsieur Scaliger chuckled. "So I am to have a 
share after all in the barbette-hunt! Good!" 

AlphoDiie TStu moved uneasily. "It is undesirable; 
nay, I tell you, fellow, it will not at all suit my fiirther 
purposes Lhat it should come to the knowledge of my 
eousiii, the lady of Brianza, that I had a hand in this 
little lUVair," he asserted haughtily, secretly enr^^ 
wit!) the impudent effrontery of this country rustic. 
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but surely we have succeeded beyond our wildest ex- 
pectations in hoodwinking that intemperate fool, the 
husband-to-be — ^ha ! ha ! — of the caged nightingale ! " 

The abb4 stroked his chin meditatively. '''Hood- 
winked ' ? I devoutly hope so. ' Intemperate ' ? 
Certes, the fellow is intemperate to madnes& 'A 
fool ' ? — " Alphonse T6tu paused a moment, a shadow 
of disquietude clouding his brow. ^ Query — is Michel 
Roussier a fool ? " 



CHAPTER XXII 



A BROKEN VOW 



"Wife," Blaise lowered his voice to a whisper, "Madouna, 
our beautiful one, she has that look on her face, the 
look I have seen but onoo ; it was in the fortress in the 
chiteau of tho Count de Mondovi ten years agone. 
Wife, Mondovi the Black is here." 

Jacqueline waa never the woman to scream, or she 
must have screamod now. Instead, she sat quite still 
for a moment or two like one stunned ; then, catching 
hold of her husband's arm, said, "Help me do; 
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"And BO you shall, Madame/' rejoined the old ser- 
vant, speaking soothingly, and signing to Azerole not 
to oppose her mistress. "But drink this first, I pray 
you," and Jacqueline held to Madame's lips the glass 
Azerole brought To please them Madame H^loise 
drank the cordial ; then, pushing the damp hair from 
off her forehead, she rose to her feet, and with quick 
but unsteady steps moved to the door. Azerole sprang 
to her side and drew her arm within her own. 

In the little room opening off from Azerole's to which 
Christophe had lately been promoted the boy lay fast 
asleep, his delicate face flushed rosy-red, a smile on his 
half-parted lips. Madame stood motionless, her hands 
tightly dasped. But she did not kiss the sleeper. She 
only stood and gazed — gazed until Azerole's heart ached 
to see her, while down Jacqueline's cheeks the tears 
trickled slowly. 

" Dear Madame, now that you see Christophe is asleep 
and safe, you wUl come to bed," pleaded the girl 

But the words roused Madame de Rohan. Almost 
pushing Azerole from her, she cried hoarsely, "To bed, 
girl? Tou do not know what you say. Christophe 
must be saved, I tell you. We must hide him. That 
man," she shuddered, ''he has come for him. Holy 
Mother of Qod, help us!" The cry ended in a moan 
of despair, for never in all the experience of her sorrowfud 
life had this woman received help in answer to her 
many and passionate appeals to Mary of Nazareth. 

Azerole, though feeling desperate, forced herself to 
speak cahnly. " Madame, you will wake the boy. Come 
into my room and rest We can do nothing until 
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Monsieur Roussier reLurns. Ho told ue to wait. Blaise 
und Jacqueline will keep watch downstairs, and tell us 
wlien he arrivea." 

Apparently powerless to resist, Madame allowed her- 
self to bo led into the next room and laid back in the 
cushioned chcur by the window. She closed her eyes, 
and Jacqueline, nodding approval of mademoiselle's 
success, hobbled away to join Blaise in his vigil in the 
hall. 

For some time Madame lay quite still, but she was 
not asleep, her brows were contracted, and ever and 
again hor lips twitched. The next quarter of an hour 
WAS a. hard one for Azerole. In her anxiety for Madame 
slio had until now failed to take in the full force of 
Michel's warning of danger to herself. With a vague 
terror she recalled his words. "Soon we shall hear our 
Vaudoise nightii^gftle sogjag. .in .her French cagB." 
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was growing agitated again, " it is Christophe for whom 
there is danger. He must not stay here," she went on 
hurriedly. " Tou must take him away somewhere and 
hide him. Tou will save him, Azerole ! you will save 
my — my — ^ward ? " 

** Nay, Madame " — there was a touch of something like 
sternness in the girl's voice, albeit she had lowered it 
to a whisper — ^''it is not your ward you mean, but 
Christophe de Rohan, your son." 

With a low cry Madame dropped the hand she had 
seized and covered her face. '* Mother of Qod ! you 
know this ? Does every one know ? " 

But now Azerole's arms encircled the terrified woman. 
'' No one knows," she murmured, '' no one save myself. 
1 have suspected it almost ever since I came to Castel 
Brianza, but I knew it &om the time of Christophers 
accident Ah, Madame, did not you love me enough to 
trust in me ? " 

" I did, I did. And I longed to tell you all, but I 
knew your strict uprightness, your hatred of falsehood, 
and I dared not. I dreaded losing your love, child. It 
has grown precious to me. And ah ! there are so few 
to love me now!" 

The dreariness of her tone, the droop of the proud 
head, were too much for Azerole. Tightening her arms 
round the lonely woman she exclaimed passionately, 
** Madame, dea/r Madame, there is naught you have to 
tell me that could stop my loving you. Tell mS all. 
It will be easier when you have unburdened to some 
one, even to me. Tell me the story of your life." 

*' My life ! " echoed the other in a tone of indescrib- 
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abio pathos. " My life began with my happy childhood 
in Casi.el Brianza, and ended with Christophe's birth in 
Dauphin^. The years since then have been a living 
death. And now," she sprang to her feet in sudden 
Tcmerabranoe, " that man, the Count do MondoTi, will 
be coming for the boy. He thinks my Christophe \b 
his son. I told him so. Yes, I told him so," she 
reiterated fiercely, meeting Azerole's startled look. 
"And there is worse besides. Why would you hear 
it, girl ? Only that you too should turn from me who 

With gentle force Azerole drew her baok to the easy- 
chair. " You must rest now. You will need your 
strength for afterwards. Michel Rouasier will not 
return for some time yet. And, while we wait. 1 know 
you will permit me to sharo with you that secret whose 
crnsliin? woiEfht vou have borne alone too loi 
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more sweet. Then suddenly the sky o'ercast, the 
clouds gathered, darker and ever darker, until with 
sullen blackness there burst over my head the storm 
that wrecked my life. The first sorrow was the loss of 
my father, next came the death, one after the other, of 
my two precious little girls. By that time Gaston too 
was gone from me to the military school in Paris. In 
my loneliness I thought the pain of my bereavements 
was unbearable. Later I found there could be worse. 

" The freshness of my grief was past when my Bayard 
came home to me on a brief furlough. And now I 
thought the sun would shine again, for ever in my 
Bayard's presence there was joy. But this time there 
fell a shadow. It came with the knowledge that 
secretly my husband was being influenced by the 
Huguenots. He would not keep it from me. He even 
tried to make me listen while he read to me from the 
forbidden book, that same Bible which you now have, 
Azerole. But my mind was full of fears, I could not 
listen. Then came the evening when he left me, to 
return in time for supper, he said. I did not ask l^iTn 
whither he went — I dared not — ^but all the while I knew. 
At the hall door he came back to me, and for the 
second time folded me in his arms. 'Sweetest wife,' 
he whispered, my head on his shoulder, 'may Qod oiir 
Father and Jesus Christ our Saviour keep thee now and 
ever, my precious ona' Half terrified, I knew not why, 
I clung to him weeping. * Nay then, sweetheart,' he 
murmured, 'I did not mean to startle thee. Only 
some impulse of love I could not restrain at sight of 
thee brought me again to thy side.' Then with that 
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woiKlrous smild of his, more of heaven than earth it 
ovur was, he left me, my Bayard — to return — never- 
niiire." 

'I'lio iiHiurnful voice ceased. Azerole, with her own 
lican beating quickly, waited. " At midnight Alphonse 
Tetii came, his face black with wrath. There had 
i)ucn a secret gathering of the HuguenotEE at which my 
liusband had been present. The soldiery had surprised 
the inoctinj^, there had been violence on both sides, and 
Majoi' (le Rohan, for defending the worshippers from 
the brutality of the dragoons, had been arrested on 
ilic double charge of rebellion agtunst the kii^ and of 
licrcsy. I fell on my knees before the abb^ and im- 
plttrcfi liim to save Bayard. 'I will give you anything 
—to the half of my patrimony, only save my husband I' 
I eniroiited. He stood relentless. 'For the honour of 
tiio hijuso of de Rohan!' I pled. This touched him. 
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"The following day Alphonse returned, bringing me 
the news that Bayard had been set at liberty. After- 
wards I learnt that his release had been obtained 
entirely through the influence of Monsieur the Baron 
de Mont^limart, your grand-uncle, child, who was then 
in favour with the Court party. It had been necessary 
to hurry my husband off at once to rejoin the army, in 
order, so Alphonse assured me, that the few who knew 
of the scandal of the night before might be the more 
easily silenced. Relieved, yet dismayed on hearing he 
was gone, I listened stimned, hearing or at least heed- 
ing naught, though the abb^ talked sternly on. His 
parting words roused me, however — * Your vow to God 
and the Church, H^loise de Rohan, you will remember. 
Take heed, for, if that solemn oath be broken, heaven's 
curse will fall on you and your&' 

" Months passed without news of any kind. At Les 
Rochers de Rohan I waited alone, for Gaston, young 
though he was, had been called to the field. At last 
one morning, when the sun shone and the birds sang 
in the golden-leaved trees, and the autimm winds had 
hushed their sighing, and all things in the still fair 
world of nature spoke of gladness, a courier brought 
the word, ' Monsieur the Major de Rohan had fallen at 
the siege of Mens.' " 

Azerole drew closer to Madame ; but, while the girl's 
tears rained down her face, H^loise de Rohan's eyes 
were dry. " What followed I scarce know. The next I 
remember is journeying, with only Blaise and Jacque- 
line in attendance, to the lonely fortress of the Count 
de Mondovi in the forests of the northern Dauphin^. 
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that quiet solitude, sheltered from all saTe Uie 
unless Adele's tender sympathy, I lived through 
ISO first weeks in a kind of stupor. AdMe'a need 
isnl uio at lasL The count waa absent &om home; 
l^ always fragile, was now in delicate health, and 
viji<; to care for her took me out of mysel£ Unex- 
i-itjilly one snowy winter's night her babe was bom, 
il iv>i many hours later both mother and child lay 
;i'l. The shock was too much for me, and the next 
y Ohristophe, sickly and misformed, so they told me, 
ijiicd his eyes upon a sorrowful world. The servants 
nt hither and thither, but could gain no tidings of 
cir master. He was a wild man, Uondovi the Black, 
^-a^'c-tt.'Ulpered to all savo his gentle wife, for after his 
11.1,'h iHshion he loved her. 

" Kind Susanne Bersom", trooper Jean's wife, had 
en liiought the day before in haste &om the villi^e. 
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stranger lady's, and the poor, deformed, tiny atom of 
humanity still alive was the little Count do MondovL 
The rest was easy. All went as I had foreseen. I 
waited in the ch&teau for a month, and then the Coimt 
returned. In the bitterness of his grief he resented, as 
I knew he would, the existence of the miserable infant 
for whom his Ad^le had given her life. ' A hunchback 
puling to be Coimt de Mondovi ? Never ! ' he muttered, 
and swore a terrible oath. Then I told him that in the 
stead of my own that was dead, and for the sake of my 
loved friend, I would take the child. It could not live 
many months. And, even if it survived, none need 
know that the hunchback had been bom heir to the 
house of Mondovi He should be called by his mother's 
maiden name of de Beaur^ard, and would pass for the 
ward of a widow with strange fancies in her loneliness. 
Eagerly he caught at the suggestion. ' On one condi- 
tion, monsieur count,' said I, 'will I adopt yoiu* son. 
You must swear that you will tell the truth to no one. 
You must swear never to come or send to ask after the 
boy, not at the least ere ten years have gone. He must 
be mine, my own while he lives.' 

"Count Basile bowed. 'Gh>od, madam. Have it 
as you wilL Your proposal, if somewhat eccentric, is 
generous, and the terms you dictate are altogether to 
my liking, madam.' He bowed again, took a step 
towards the door, stopped, hesitated, and the look of 
relief on his swarthy face changed to something like 
disgust when he glanced at the child in my arm& 
' Mayhap I had best kiss the brat and be done with it,' 
he muttered to himsell 
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■' ' Nu.no,' I cried, involimtarily clasping the inf&ntcloser. 

" ' But 1 will,' he shouted angrily, and roughly pulled 
away the shawl 'He is my son.' But the hoy, thus 
rudiily uwakened, screamed with terror, his little faco 
contorted as if he would fall into a fit. Half relieved, 
hiiir imraged, the count turned on his heol with another 
oiith. 'So be it, then. The hunchback has chosen,' 
liu muttered. 'Adieu, Madame, I am indebted to you,' 
find ho bowed low. ' If be should grow big and strong 
you (^n let me know.' And with that he laughed, and 
strode from the room. 

"There is little more to tell," continued Madame de 
Rohan, letting her head fall wearily upon her hand. 
" I dared not keep my baby wilh me at lies Bochors 
do Kohan. It was too near Alphonse Tutu's suspicious 
eyes. Susanne took ray baby to the mountains. Then 
followed four long years. My stolen times with my 
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could read his knowledge of my guilty secret. In time, 
however, it dawned upon me that it was not so, never- 
theless the terror of his presence at times tortured 
me well-nigh to madness. Ay, and even when he was 
far distant the haunting wretchedness remained. I 
tried to persuade myself that it was my little Chris- 
tophe's fragile health that oppressed my spirits. But 
in my heart I knew better. It was — that broken vow ! 
It had brought the curse of heaven and of the Church 
on me and mine. There were moments when, almost 
maddened, I believed I should be driven to tell all, and 
fulfil my vow, and give up my Christophe. I tried to 
strengthen myself in my resolve by estranging myself 
from him, and at times I thought I should succeed. 
My heart seemed to grow hard as a stone, and I was 
glad. I should feel nothing by-and-by, I told myself, 
pain would cease to hurt But it was of no use. There 
was my son Gktston. How could I ever grow hard to 
him — his father's boy ? Then you came, child, and in 
spite of me my heart grew soft again. At last I made 
up my mind I would let things rest, at least until my 
Gaston came home. Until then surely the Church 
would not condemn me to a childless widowhood. But 
the hand of heaven is against me. The curse has fallen. 
Gaston has been taken from me. I shall never see him 
again. And now the Count de Mondovi has come for 
his son. I shall have to own the truth. The Church 
will demand the fulfilment of my vow, but it will be 
too late. The blessing of heaven will be withheld. 
Oh, Holy Mother of Qod, why did I not die, and my 
baby too, ten years ago ?" 
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sisting. " Dear Madame, when you vowed to give your 
child to God and to the Church, He heard the promise. 
Looking down with a great compassion for His suffering 
child. He saw that she did not know the tender love 
that filled His heart, and that now knowing, not 
understanding, she was afraid. But He knew the time 
would come when she would know her Father Grod, 
and His Son her Saviour. He Himself would teach 
her. And He waited, grieved, yet pitiful. But even 
whUe He waited. He Himself was gently bringing about 
the fulfilment of the vow. Madame, you vowed to give 
your child to Gk>d and to the Church, the true Church, 
the Head of which is Christ Jesus, and the members 
His faithful believers. Once more our Father God 
looked down with eyes of yearning love, biit yours 
were fiill of tears, you could not see Him, so He turned 
and smiled on little Christophe, and the child, smiling 
back, willingly and gladly gave his little self to God 
his father and to Jesus Christ his elder brother. And 
there and then the name of Christophe de Rohan was 
enrolled in heaven a member of God's true Church. 
You cannot snatch him back now, even if you would, 
Madame." 

There was no reply. Like one fascinated Madame 
had listened. "Qo on!" her burning eyes seemed to 
entreat. 

And the young Yaudoise went on, no longer speaking 
her own words, but precious words of comfort from the 
Holy Scriptures, words, many of them familiar to 
Madame H^loise, whose habit for long it had been to 
listen, half guiltily, half hungrily, while her little son's 
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CHAPTER XXIIl 

THE SGBEEGH OF THE DEATH-OWL 

"HabkI What is that ? " 

It was the screech of the death-owl thrice repeated, 
and ahnost immediately followed by the cautious un- 
barring of the court gate. 

" Call Madame, wife/' murmured Blaise. But, before 
Jacqueline could start on her errand, the ladies were in 
the haU. 

The four, trying to read Boussier's face by the light 
of Blaise's lantern, were not kept long in suspense. " I 
bring you bad news and good, mesdames," he began, 
going straight to the point, for time, he knew, was pre- 
cious. "The danger to mademoiselle is even greater 
than I feared. The Ahh6 TStu has come to take her 
by fair means or foul back with him to France. He 
and his friend have brought with them an armed 
band, and they have applied for a warrant from Duke 
Amadous to have the Vaudoise delivered up to his 
most Christian Majesty, Louis of France." A little cry 
escaped Madame H^loise, but Azerole, who had formed 
a plan of her own, and felt sure Roussier had the same 
to propose, waited expectantly. "Mademoiselle and I 
know of a hiding-place where she will be safe until 
all danger is past" "Where?" Madame de Rohan's 
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telL ''Madame, pray be seated. I have other and 
better tidings for you, and sometimes I think the good 
is as hard to bear as the eviL" 

'' Graston 1 " gasped Madame, sinking down in the 
chair Blaise helped Michel to drag forward. 

'* Monsieur de Bohan is safe and well in the French 
citadel of — Peste! I was nigh forgetting I had sworn 
silence there; eh bien, it is not so many miles from 
here that you need be at a loss/' concluded Michel, with 
the proud smile of a man who congratulates himself 
upon his ability to keep his word, if not in the spirit at 
least in the letter. 

Poor Roussier ! The momentary vision he had of the 
face of the woman he loved was almost more than he 
knew how to bear. Anticipating the eager questions 
that rose to the lips of his hearers, he assured Madame 
he knew absolutely nothing but the bare fact he had 
told her, then, muttering something about needing 
quiet to think out his plans, he strode from the hall 
into the dark corridor outside, and there paced up and 
down, fighting the demon within him, so he grimly 
put it to himself. That sweet face paling and flushing 
alternately, the glad light shining through her glisten- 
ing tears, the quivering of the lips that would not be 
controlled — ah ! how well he read in it all the story 
of her love for the man he had once hated with the 
fierce hatred of a consuming jealousy! And did he 
hate him still? Michel stood motionless, while the 
storm of doubt and fear swept over him. But no, and 
again no. Who was he that he should hate any man — 
he to whom so much had bean forgiven ? And who 
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stead of Jacqueline. And when Azerole, remembering 
the damp chilliness of the cave, slipped softly into the 
room to tell Madame to dress him in his warmest 
velvet suit and fur-lined winter cloak, his mystifica- 
tion increased. Something in Madame's look and tone 
awed him into silence; but only at the last, and 
guardedly, she told him how that wicked men wanted 
to steal away from them their dear Azerole, but that 
kind Monsieur Boussier knew of a hiding-place, aud 
Christophe must go to take care of her. 

The boy looked greatly troubled. "And leave you 
all alone, dear Madame H^loise?" he asked incredu- 
lously, a sob rising in his throat 

Grently hushing him, Madame de Rohan gathered 
him up in her arms. "My little Christophe, my 
precious one! You must go too, for do you know, 
these cruel men want to take you away also ! And, if 
they did, ah ! how lonely and sad I should be then ! 
But you will go and hide with Azerole ; and, as soon as 
the bad men have gone away, you will return again to 
me. Tou are not frightened, ch^ri ? " 

" No, Madame, it is not that," he promptly answered, 
struggling to stop crying. " I am growing a big man 
now. I am not afraid. Besides, Azerole says the good 
God always takes care of us when we ask Him, like 
Daniel in the den of lions. But I — I — I promised 
Gaston that I would take care of you." 

Then with a glad ring in her voice she told him the 
good news of Gaston. It was all that was needed to 
drive away his tears. " And if monsieur the captain 
rides home before I come back, you will tell him 
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Fontaine!' And wait but until the sun gets up, and 
comes to call upon us in our house, then you will see 
what a truly nice place it is." But, seeing that he still 
clung tremblingly to her, turning his head away from 
the impenetrable darkness of the recesses at the back 
of the cave, she led him a little way in, and showed him 
by the light of the lantern Leon's " treasure-cupboard," 
the sloping ledge under which was kept the precious 
Bible. It was with a strange thrill she reverently 
placed in the child's little hands the very book which 
long years ago his own father had loved and studied. 
The sight and touch of a real copy of the Holy Scrip- 
tures seemed to reassure the little fellow, and, though 
still keeping close to her, he was quite ready when 
Michel returned with the panniers to help her to un- 
pack and arrange their " house." 

" I will lead Asino back through the forest and then 
let him go loose; he will easily find his way to the 
ch&teau," said Boussier, warned by the light breaking 
in the sky that it was time for him to go. "And, 
mademoiselle, though there is but little danger of 
any one venturing near the Bois Suaire, it were best to 
be prudent Keep the boy quiet, and do not show 
yourselves in the open any more than you can help. 
When the darkness fieJls shut the cave entrance, it will 
be safe then to light the lamp and a fire also. Listen 
for the screech of the death-owL When you hear it 
once, loud and long drawn out, that will mean all is 
well ; but if the call come from a distance, and be three 
times quick and sharp repeated, put out your lights, 
remove all traces of your presence in the cave, 
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regarded the Haunted Cavern when she first set foot in 
it three years ago returned upon her in full force. She 
was fain at last to slip to her knees to seek the help of 
which she was in such sore need ; nor did she seek in 
vain. Resuming her seat on the log, she told herself 
with an exultant smile that the key to this day's riddle 
was in safer hands than her& And the thought 
brought peace, as it had often done before. Then 
her mind wandered from the two fugitives in the Bois 
Suaire to other captives no less lonely and anxious. 
There was her father, a prisoner for conscience' sake in 
Turin; there was L^n on the Rock of the Balsille; 
there were the two dear exiles waiting and praying in 
Wirtemberg; lastly there was — but now her heart 
throbbed wildly — there was that other lonely one in 
close ward, but where? mayhap in the citadel of 
Pinerolo. In vain she tried not to think of him ; her 
heart for the time defied her will. She let her head fall 
on her hands, not seeing, yet shamefetcedly conscious 
of her changing colour, and half indignantly she de- 
manded of herself by what right she, Azerole Montoux, 
the Vaudoise, dared to think thus longingly of Gaston 
de Rohan. Had she not told herself and him two long 
years past that — ^that — it could never be ? 

In the midst of all else Azerole was anxiously mind- 
ful of poor Madame de Rohan. She would have been 
greatly startled had she seen in the gathering dusk the 
ponderous figure of " Monsieur Scaliger " riding up to 
the gate of Castel Brianza, and she would have trembled 
with apprehension had she heard the tones of his fierce 
voice demanding of poor scared Blaise an audience of 
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There followed a few moments of silence while the 
count strode up and down the polished floor, and 
Blaise and Jacqueline, outside the door with their ears 
at the keyhole, ready at the first alarm to dash in to 
the rescue of their beloved mistress, drew a long 
breath of relief. Straightening themselves up, they 
looked one another silently in the face. There was 
no need for them to remain longer on guard, and 
Blaise, after a hard grip of his wife's hand, left her 
to wipe her eyes with her apron, while he hurried 
back to his post in the court Nor was he a minute 
too soon, for on reaching the gate he heard the loud 
voice of Mondovi the Black bidding Madame a cour- 
teous adieu, and the next instant the visitor, vaulting 
into the saddle, tossed a piece of silver to the groom 
and another to Blaise, and rode oS at a canter down 
the avenue, a grim smile on his dark face. 

" Ma foi ! but that is a fine woman, and a spirited 
one too!" he muttered to himself. Then for a mo- 
ment his face sobered. " Eh bien ! and so the little 
one lies with his mother under the sod at Mondovi! 
^a, 9a ! it is better so. No himchback could be heir to 
the house of Mondovi Never! Eh bien, but certes, 
this has been not a bad afternoon's work! The 
saints grant us as rare success for to-night's sport ! ** 

And with that Mondovi the Black, his momentary 
touch of feeling gone, put spurs to his horse, and 
set off at a gallop in the direction of Luoema. 
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At length they arrived at the iron-clamped door of 
the cell where the prisoner in the velvet mask was 
confined. Not a single warder had been met on the 
way ; Monsieur de Coudre had taken care of that ; and 
after a low knock the commandant noiselessly drew 
back one by one the heavy bolts that fastened the 
outer door. The steep pull had tried Michel, so that, 
what with gaspings for breath and mental agitation, 
his face had gained a convenient purple hue, while 
the vindictive grin he endeavoured to maintain was 
so unnatural in its stiffiiess that it showed the per- 
fection of sardonic malevolence. 

The cell, a fairly roomy apartment, was not alto- 
gether devoid of the necessary comforts. On a small 
table was a lamp, a book, and a chess-board on which 
the pieces stood as if the prisoner had left off in the 
middle of a game. Seated close by was a figure 
which, in spite of the velvet visor drawn completely 
over the face, Michel instinctively knew to be Gaston 
de Rohan. At a word, half apologetic, from the 
commandant the prisoner slowly removed his mask, 
and the one-timQ rivals confronted each other for a 
moment in silence. 

Michel, who continued to stare with diabolical fixed- 
ness at his victim, contrived at last to place himself in 
front of the officer standing on guard at the door, and 
on the instant, changing his expression, Michel gave de 
Rohan a friendly signal with his eyes and lips. This 
signal, carefully practised beforehand, he made with 
the perfection of magic. Suspicious of foul play the 
conunandant somewhat roughly requested him to draw 
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back n pace. Roussier at once complied, bis face as- 
suming its former ill-conditioned expression. 

'■ Monsieur Gaston de Kohan," he hisaod out, " I 
vowed to be one day revenged on you. I ami re- 
vcngod. To see you now in your humilifttion — you, 
once the proud braggart, now the masked captive — 
certes, but this is sweet indeed ! " He laughed, and 
tho laugh, forced and overdone in bis nervous eager- 
uesa to make it tell, got beyond bis control, and 
rose to a scream ao loud that the commandant in a 
fury seized him by the arm. There was no little risk 
tliiit even through these massive walls the sound of 
that mauiaoal — or as Monsieur de Coudre would have 
suid, drunken— laugh might be heard. But Roussier, 
wruucliiog himself free, turned upon him. "Tho five 
minutes are not up I tell you, and you bad my word 
tliat I would do him no harm. Just let me make 
sure tho captive's porch ia too high fpr him to try and 
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secure enough to satisfy even me, my fine bird/' he 
said, nodding at de Rohan, who throughout had kept 
his eyes fixed on his tormentor, an expression on his 
immasked face which it would have puzzled any one to 
read« 

"Time is up," shortly observed the conmiandant, 
replacing in his doublet pocket his huge Qeneva 
watch, 

" QsL, 9a, mon ami. I am ready," familiarly responded 
Michel, turning to follow the ofiicer, who, with another 
muttered apology to his prisoner for the intrusion of 
this rude fellow, laid his hand on the door. Suddenly, 
as if remembering something he had well-nigh for- 
gotten, Roussier dived into his pouch whence he 
produced a handful of loose coins. Selecting a large 
silver crown from the heap he contemptuously tossed 
it towards de Rohan. "yoiU^" he said, and sneered 
again. But for the second time, adroitly turning his 
back to the officer of the garrison who was fumbling 
with the heavy bolts of the cumbrous door, he tele- 
graphed another secret message of goodwill, curiously 
at variance with the marked incivility of his words 
and manner. "Monsieur, there was a day, you will 
remember it, when it pleased you to treat me with 
the scorn of a lord to the beggar at his feet To-day 
it is my turn. Remember Yinoennes ! " Was there a 
reflection in the prisoner's eyes of the significant flash 
in Michel's ? " Remember Yinoennes ! " he repeated, his 
glance meaningly directed towards the coin which had 
roUed under the table. 

De Rohan coolly replaced his mask, as the door 
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creaked on its hinges and monsieur the commandant 
iinceremonioualy pushed Michel out. " Monsieur 
Koussier," said the prisoner, rising to his foet and 
bowing, " I shall remember Vincennes, and I shall 
remember you." 

"What is that insolent jargon about Vinceanes?" 
dcuianded the officer in di^ust, as he rapidly led 
the way down the dark stairs, holding his lantern 
with a carelessness that showed his indifference to 
the safety of his drunken visitor's neck. 

Michel chuckled viciously. " Ma foi 1 Have you 
uever heard «f the prison where the Prince of Cond6, 
just such another swaggering braggadocio as this 
i'L'lIow, was fain to eat his heart out ? I did Monfiieur 
du Kohan the honour to hope that he might have aa 
pleasant an experience as the prince, voilk tout ! " 

" Eh bien," grumbled tho commandant, secretly re- 
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garments it contained, namely a labourer's slouching 
hat and cotton blouse. The remaining contents of 
the bimdle, a strong file, and a long thick coil of rope, 
he concealed about his person. Rapidly retracing his 
steps to the citadel, he cautiously made his way to 
the back of the building, and with some difficulty 
clambered down the slimy sides of the fosse, at the 
bottom of which he crouched out of sight The next 
instant there rose upon the still night air the cry of 
the death-owl, and, before many seconds had passed, 
Michel's straining ears caught the faint irregular click 
of something tap-tapping the wall above his head. On 
it came, ever nearer, something light and metallic 
blown against the masonry by the wind which was 
rising. A few more seconds, and there brushed against 
his upturned fskce little Christophe's silver crown, to 
which was attached the strong silk thread Roussier 
had secreted inside the make-believe coin. 

To this thread Michel fastened a cord, to the end 
of that again the file and rope. The latter he had 
knotted at intervals to afford some slight support 
to hands and feet. With the jerking of the thread 
to intimate that all was ready there rose again the 
hoot of the owL Slowly but steadily the thread, 
then the cord, and finally the rope were drawn through 
his guiding hands. When only the knotted end was 
left, Michel crouched down again in his place of con- 
cealment behind a heap of rubbish and waited breath- 
lessly for the soimd of the file at work far overhead. 
He heard, or fancied he heard it, but the wind had 
risen higher, and only between the gusts could any 

T 
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nuise be distinguished. The time of waiting seemed 
interminable. Hours were passing he told himself, 
and on hia forehoad the beads of perspiratioD stood 
thickly. 

In roality but one hour had passed when there came 
ft swaying to and fro of the rope, which told him that 
it was being fastened at the upper end, and presently 
ho caught above the sighing of tbe wind in the trees a 
faint whistle accompanied by a sudden jerking of the 
knot ho helti, and he knew the moment had come. 
Slipping hia feet, which were encased in strong leather 
riding-boots, through the noose he had made at the 
end of the rope, he lay down flat on the ground and 
placed his feet firmly ^Mnst a low parapet of broken 
wall over-topping the fosse on its outer side, a device 
of hia own by which the rope would be kept clear of 
the battlements and the descent made easier. The 
boot of the owl, the sigoal as before that ail was r eady. 
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bleeding hands or of his own aching and stiffened feet. 
Without a word breathed between them he led the 
way along the bottom of the moat to the point where 
they could steal across the open, keeping weU under 
the trees which skirted the road, until they came to the 
copse where the horses were standing in sleepy con- 
tentment. In a flash both men were in the saddle and 
galloping like riders possessed along the road to the 
west. On and on they rode, not a word spoken, every 
nerve on the strain, and within an hour and a half of 
starting from Finerolo the panting beasts were pulled 
up at the outskirts of the Bois Suaire. 

Dismounting, the two riders confronted each other 
in the moonlight. If there had been any lingering 
taint of the old jealous hatred towards Gaston de 
Rohan in the breast of Michel Roussier, the look in 
the (Ace of the man he had saved must have swept it 
away. Gazing into the clear, honest, kindly eyes of 
his rival Michel read the nobleness of the soul behind 
them, a nobleness he instinctively felt would not shrink 
from calling even such an one as he '^ brother." The 
two clasped hands ; neither foimd it easy just then to 
speak. But Roussier, who knew there was still much to 
be done and but little time to spare, was the first to 
rouse himself to actioa Taking the horses aside into 
a thicket, where, beyond sight and sound, they could 
rest and graze, he produced from his saddle-bag what 
looked like a roll of linen, thrust it under his arm, 
and led the way into the forest While they were 
following the path he was now so fiEuniliar with, he 
rapidly sketched the next part of the programme 
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giving his companion minute directions concerning 
the part he was to plftj. Gaston, recognifling that 
some momentous crisis was at hand, listened atten- 
tively, and IjIb spirits, untamed even by nine montht^ 
imprisonment, rose in the anticipation of a daring 
ailvcnttire to such a high piteh that even the un- 
canny eerieness of the Haunted Forest at this hour 
of shadowy gloom had no etfect upon him. "Within 
Lho hour, monsieur, you may hear the signal," snid 
lloiissier, when he had arrived at the spot where he 
was to leave de Rohan and retrace his steps to Malanot. 
In an outhouse near by the farm he met, according 
to appointment. Monsieur I'Abb^ Tetu and the Count 
de Mondovi, both carefully disguised. Cautiously and 
in silonce. the trio made their way to the forest. 
The two Frenchmen, albeit they had fortified thc-io- 
selves with a good draught pf,Bjarits ere leayBig.it^^ 
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dry twig above their heads or under their stealthy 
footsteps. 

They had been walking about half-an-hour when 
Roussier suddenly halted and turned, so that a fitful 
gleam from the lantern should fall upon his face, 
which he had rubbed over with a little flour as he 
plodded along. Miurmuring through his teeth, that 
were chattering with an unnatural violence, '* Did you 
not see something yonder?" he pointed towards a 
thicket of black darkness right ahead of them. 

"Fool!" muttered the abb^, but the frank compli- 
ment, no less than the count's smothered oath, be- 
trayed a certain accent of wavering uneasiness which 
Roussier was quick to detect 

He took another few steps forward, and again stopped 
short 

''Fooir* snarled the abb6 for the second time. 
-What is it?" 

"I thought I saw something," stammered their 
guide in a weak, terrified voice. "And — and — certes, 
but in this confounded darkness I am uncertain of 
the paths, although by daylight I know them well." 

Suddenly his arm was gripped. " See here, craven," 
the furious voice was that of Mondovi the Black, " this 
showing of the white feather will not do. Another 
moment and you will be backing out of the wood 
and the whole concern. Stir but one step to the rear- 
ward and you are a dead man," concluded the count, 
giving Michel a momentary vision of the glitter of 
cold steel. 

In an utter collapse of terror the latter flung him- 
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Bell' on iho ground clasping the count's knees. "Holy 
Mother of God, monsieur, threaten no deed of violencs 
in Liiis plnce ! It was here, somewhere neat this very 
spot, that the foul murder was committed but thirty 
years since. They say the tortured spirit of the 
fratricide that haunts the forest leaves unmolefit«d 
none save those whose hands are not red with 
lilood. But, if one who has the stain of murder on 
his hands or in his heart enters the Bois Suaire, he 
and those with hitn are lost. Hist I what is that ?" 

Il was the turn of tho Abbo Tetu to turn livid with 
fear. "Him whose hands are red — him who has 
murder in his heart — !" In the name of all the 
foul tie I ids what had possessed him to enter this 
accursed wood ? He drew tho count aside. " De 
Mimdovi," he whispered, but with ditficulty, for his lips 
had stiffened, " this fool is beeido himself with tenor. 
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have. What between the fiend-spirits of the wood, 
and him who threatens my life in return for having 
risked my own for him and you, Monsieur TAbb^, 
'twould scarce be a miracle were I to lose not my 
bearings only but my senses," concluded Michel, wiping 
the sweat from his forehead. 

" The fellow is right, Alphonse," whispered the count. 
" Peste ! but we are not likely to get clear of this ill- 
omened hole by bullying him out of the little sense 
that still remains in him." 

Handing the lantern towards the count, Michel 
murmured, "I will creep through this tangle of a 
thicket, and if , as I believe, the ground opeiis some- 
what on the other side, then I know my way. Do 
not move from this spot, messieurs. I will return in 
three minutes." 

BUnd guide of the blind as he appeared to be, 
Roussier's departure by no means tended to allay the 
rapidly increasing uneasiness of the pair now left alone 
together. The two or three minutes of his absence 
seemed interminable, and a horrible suspicion that 
some mischance had befallen him, and that they were 
doomed to stand there for ever began to creep over 
them both. Silently they looked one another in the 
face, and, moved by the same impulse, they took a 
step forward. At the same instant, roused apparently 
by their sudden movement, a death-owl not far distant 
uttered its lugubrious, long-drawn-out screech, which 
it repeated thrica The soimd, so shrill that it seemed 
to penetrate into the furthest depths of the forest, 
reached the watching ears of Azerole in the Haunted 
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Ouvern ; and at once with the can of water standing in 
readiness she had dashed out the Bmouldering fire, 
drugged the panniers out of sight, tossed the twigs 
and moss about the floor, and, snatching up Christophe, 
retreated with him in her arms into the inner recesses 
of the cave, there in the darkness to wait and to pray. 

In the forest the silence and the darkness were pro- 
foimder still, for in the hearts of the abb^ and hia 
companion there breathed no word of prayer. Each 
was well aware of the other's terror. Both would have 
given worlds to flee itom the place, but their feet 
seemed glued to the spot on which they stood. Sud- 
denly a ghostly whisper sounded close at hand. " This 
way, messieurs, to the right." It was Roussior, but the 
abbe started, as if the voice that spoke had been that 
of the Evil One himself. Hurriedly the count, still 
carrying the lantern, went forward as Michel had 
directed, but the next instant, his foot catching in 
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with an arm that seemed to have become suddenly 
paralysed ; " but this is no moon — it is — ^it is " 

Turning precipitately, his companions gazed in the 
direction indicated by his outstretched hand, and, from 
out the sonibre obscurity of a distant avenue, their 
horror-stricken eyes saw a tall, ghostly apparition ad- 
vancing upon them like a phantom with outstretched 
arm& And now, catching sight of its victims, the spectre, 
uttering blood-curdling yells of demoniacal laughter, 
advanced with a stealthy swiftness that was something 
between flying and swimming, the folds of its shadowy 
wrappings floating like a white mist-shroud over its 
head. 

What happened next even Roussier was never able 
distinctly to remember. Seizing a hand of each of his 
companions,he partly led, partly dragged them in a dumb 
stupor of fright on and on through the Haimted Forest, 
taking care to follow a path tortuous enough to make 
the way seem interminabla The dawn was breaking 
by the time he brought them to the outskirts of the 
wood. The goal reached, Roussier^s powers with con- 
venient abruptness gave way, and with a groan he fell 
prone, apparently in a swoon. The others, consumed 
with a burning concern for themselves, decided to 
leave him to his fate, a proceeding Michel had antici- 
pated. He lay motionless until the sound of their 
hurrying footsteps had completely died away, then, 
cautiously raising his head, he had the satisfeustion of 
seeing them in the dim distance like two faint specks 
flying before the wind. For some little time longer 
he remained where he had fallen on the cold, marshy 
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ground on tho edge of the forest, atrangely loath to 
niove, tliough why he could hardly have told. In i 

truth, now that the tension of the night was over, 
Rimssior was about to find out that, not in Beinblunc© | 

but in reality, he wjia physically and mentally ex- 
hausted. A glance at the breaking sky, however, I 
brought him to his feet at length with a compunctious 
recollection of the three who were waiting anxiously for 
his signal of reassurance. Not without effort, for he 
was stiff and aching all over, he plunged once more 
into iho depths of the forest, and after a quick run 
he climbed a tree and awoke the sleeping echoes of 
the Eois Suaire with the single hoot of the death-owl. 
From a point some little distance off it was returned. j 
Descending, and following the sound, Michel made for I 
the spot where the dread Spirit of the Haunted Forest I 
had appeared, and before long he descried it hnrry ing j 
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again the owl's single hoot. This time there was no 
reply; but, apparently satisfied, Michel descended, and 
feeling the need of support, linked his arm in de 
Rohan's, and led the way in the direction of the torrent 
bed. ''Eh bien, monsieur, come and I will show you 
the prey these brigands were after," he said, but 
speaking slowly, for his breath came laboured. ''Of 
set purpose I did not tell you before. I knew your 
nerve would be all the better for the game you had to 
play if you did not know just how much was actually 
at stake.* 
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CHAPTER XXV 



IN THE BETHBL CAVERN 



"CfiMMENT, oh^ri! Art ciying, little man? Truly 
thr>ii wilb make this damp cave still more damp." 

Chrif^tophe caught at the suggestion contained in 
the raillery. "That is just it," he said, hastily swallow- 
ing a himp in his throat. "The water trickles down 
evcrywliiire, and down my cheeks also. Voili tout. 
But^lmt I do not like this black hole, Axerole." 

"Cuddle up closer to me. See, this warm cloak o£ 
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^Perchance he whispered, 'What time I am afraid 
I will trust in Thee/" the girl replied softly. 

''Azerole," Christophe spoke in an awe-struck tone, 
^do you think the good Qod is standing out yonder 
at our cave door this night?" 

''I do, ch^rL" And the word of assurance brought 
comfort to the speaker's own heart. 

There was a pause, and then the child, pushing aside 
the cloak, bent forward and said in his clear treble, 
** Our Father Gkxl, we do thank Thee, me and Azerole 
this night." Then laying down his head again on his 
governess's shoulder, he fell asleep. His slumbers were 
but light, however, for the hoot of the owl roused him, 
and he started up from an imeasy dream with the cry, 
"I want to go home to Madame H^loise. She asked 
me to call her 'mother,' but — ^but I did not; I know 
not why. I must return to the ch&teau and say it 
now. I must, Azerole," he reiterated excitedly. "I 
will come back quick after I have kissed her and 
called her mother." 

The owl's cry had been the signal that all was well, 
but Azerole, herself unnerved by that long night of 
watching, feared to move imtil reassured, and the dread 
of Christophe's agitation getting beyond his own and 
her control rendered her desperata "Hush, hush, 
little man. Tes, you shall go back; but first, I have 
another story to tell you. It is about a beautiful lady 
and her little son. Once upon a time— it is now some 
ten years since — ^the good Qod gave to this beautiful 
madame a baby boy. Ah, how she loved her baby! 
He was only a cripple hunchback — so people said — ^but 
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she loved him all the more for that. Well, she found 
out tlmt cruel, bad men wanted to take her baby from 
hi}T. She was afraid, and so she ran away with him. 
and never told any one he was her own little son, but 
she called him by another name, and allowed everybody 
to think he was somebody else's baby. She did that 
to save him, you know. Eh bien, time went on, and 
he grew quite straight and strong, until at ten years 
old he could walk like a man. Then the beautiful 
madaiuo heard that the bad men had foimd out where 
she lived, and were coming for her boy. She got 
frightened again, and she asked a — a — some one who 
loved hor, and who loved her child also, to take and 
hide him in a cave until the cruel men were gone 
away. And in her chMeau madame sits alone and 
prays to the good God to keep her little bod safe in 
his hiding-place. And ^ __ __ 
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sleep of utter exhaustion. Azerole, afraid to disturb 
him, sat on in her cramped position, her ears strained 
to catch the slightest sound from without the cavern, 
little knowing that, even while she waited with a hope 
deferred that went to making her heart sick, there 
stood not a stone's-throw distant two men, both of 
whom for love of her would willingly have laid down 
their lives. 

''Yonder narrow slit in the rooks, monsieur, that is 
the entrance to the cave. You will find her there." 

On the face of Gaston de Rohan there was a deep 
flush, and he looked as if about to make one spring 
towards the spot indicated by Boussier, when a move- 
ment on the part of his guide checked him. "Com- 
ment, man! you are not turning back? Certes, for 
our sakes at least you must come on to yonder goal. 
So far as thanks can pay a mighty debt, ours — ^that 
is mine and hers — are owing to you for this and last 
night's work, mon ami" 

Michel brushed his hand across his forehead. ''No, 
monsieur, no," he huskily rejoined. " I want no thanks. 
My work is done. I will go home and rest." The last 
words had a touch of weariness in them. De Bohan 
looked keenly at him. "Boussier, you are not well 
These two days have taken it out of you. I- — " 

Michel interrupted. "They have taken the fiend 
out of me, I trow. Time was, monsieur captain," he 
went on with slow deliberateness, "time was when I 
would sooner have killed you with my own hand than 
have brought you here to — to— Aer," he waved his 
hand towards tJie cava 
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Suddenly the b&Dd was taken in the strong grip 
fjf Gaston's left " Rnussier ! noble fellow that you are, 
I never dreamt of this ! So that was the torture that 
maddened you I What a heartleas brute you must 
liave thought me ! " And with much feeling Gaston 
wrung again and again the hand he held. 

Michel leant agMiist the rock beaide him, his face 
growing pale, though a little smile was on his Upa. " It 
is better so, monsieur, better so. I was worse than a 
fool to have dreamed of aught else. And you need not 
frot for me, monsieur. I am content I have no sister, 
and like a sister she has cared for uie. You will not 
gnidge me that I know, Gaalon de Rohan. Perchance 
it will not be for long." 

Without another word he turned and began to climb 
tlie rocks by which they bad descended. Silently, for 
his heart was too ftiU to sg eak , de Roha n help ed him 
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unconscious, was keeping her lonely vigil in tlie cave. 
Pushing aside the rude door, he stood at the entrance 
and peered with beating heart into the darkness be- 
yond The stillness, the emptiness struck upon him 
with a sudden chilL " Mademoiselle ! Azerole ! " he 
called, his voice unsteady. 

Azerole, whose listening ears had caught the sound 
of approaching footsteps, had laid Christophe gently 
down, and risen noiselessly to her feet. But now, at 
the soimd of that low call, her throbbing pulses seemed 
to stop. That voice I Ah ! well she knew it ! How it 
thrilled herl It was his! Softly, swiftly she glided 
from her hiding-place, her pale face lit up with such 
a radiance of gladness that when she came forth from 
out the shadowy darkness and stood before him she 
appeared to him like an angel of light. For a moment 
Gaston stood gazing, the next she was clasped in his 
arms. " My darling 1 my darling I Nothing can separate 
us now, sweetheart, nothing but Qod Himsel£ And He 
will not, for it is He who has brought us to each other 
at last ! " he mmrmured, holding her fast 

Azerole lay passive, her stunned senses slow to re- 
cover themselves. His words kept repeating themselves 
in her ears — " Qod has brought us to each other. God 
Himself." Were these words, in very truth, the words 
of Gaston de Rohan ? Involuntarily she repeated them 
aloud in a tone of hushed wonder — " God — God Himself 
— yov/r God, monsieur ? " 

"Yes, my Azerole. It is God, our Father God, 
through Christ His Son and my Saviour, who has 
led me to Himself. Jt was His will that your little 

V 
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hand, my Azerolo, should be the first to point out the 
way ; and ever siDce He baa been leading me on. True, 
it proved a. crooked path, and rough at times, but it 
bri5u^ht me straight to Him in the end ; and, when I 
look back along the road by which He drew mo on, 
my heart has room only for gratitude for His kind 
leading." 

It was too much. The girl's overwrought feeUngs 
gave way, and, hiding her head on his shoulder, she 
broke down, weeping unrestrainedly. Gaaton hardly 
knew whether his task of comforting her brought with 
it more of pain or of pleasura 

An hour later, when Christophe awoke, and greatly 
wonduring why he was in darkness and alone, emei^ed 
from the cave, and called aloud for Azerole with all the ' 

injured dignity of one who has a grievance, he was J 
amazed to find hia QiadfiaioiBeUe .and. (}as(Qii wtiing 1 
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like dumhness for the moment seemed to afflict the 
captain, for, drawing the child closer, he kissed his 
forehead in silenca But Christophe wrenched him- 
self away. ''Let me go! Let me go by myself!" he 
cried almost fiercely. " I am beginning to cry, and I 
must not I am a man now. I can walk." 

Graston let him go, and he limped quickly out of 
sight, coming back in a few minutes with reddened 
eyelids to stand and stare fixedly at Gaston, a curious 
expression on his wise little face. It might have struck 
Azerole what the boy's thought would be, but it did not 
until he began to speak with the slowness of intense 
satisfaction. '' Tou are my real brother now, Gaston de 
Rohan, do you know ? " 

''Ciomment! is the little man's head tmned, or is 
it but a case of affection begetting relationship ? " asked 
de Rohan amused. 

Hastily drawing Christophe adde, Azerole whispered — 

** Listen, ch^rL Gaston — I mean Monsieur de Rohan 
— does not yet know aught. I think Madame your 
mother would like to tell him the story hersel£ Can 
you wait?" 

Christophe nodded. " I am a man," he said, drawing 
himself up. '' Men keep secrets," and, taking her hand, 
walked back to where the captain sat, in a reverie of 
perfect bliss, judging by the seraphic expression on his 
face. For some little time silence reigned between the 
three. Gaston broke it at last. 

''Still too happy to speak, little man?" he de- 
manded, with another mischievous tweak of the golden 
^urls that la^ dangerouslpr near ^ fiogers, 
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" Yea, too happy and too afraid ] " dghed the boy 
" I have such a fear that, were I to open my mouth but 
fur a moment, the words of a great secret might run 
out. I am not safe ! " And he sighed again oppressed. 

A happy thought struck Azerolo, " It is quite time 
you opened your mouth to eat somo breakfast, little 
man. And ah, how thoughtless of me," she added 
with -sudden compunction, "not to think sooner ot 
this! When did yov. have any food, monsieur?" she 
asked, getting hurriedly to her feet 

Ho only laughed, protesting that he could not be 
expected to remember tho exact dato of imimportant 
incidents that happened somewhere in the dark ages, 
then rising, followed her into the " commissariat," as he 
called the cave. And before long the trio were having 
in the open air their impromptu breakfast, the very 
eatiacr of which did muoh to reatora theco to thi 
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before nightfall, I shall make my way under cover of 
the darkness to Castel Brianza. It woul^ hardly be 
prudent in the light of day, unless I was desirous of 
nmning my head against the officers of justice from 
the citadel of Pinerolo^ sent in seatoh of their prisoner 
of the velvet mask." 

Christophe, having finished his last mouthful of 
bread and chicken, was regarding the captain critically. 
" You are eating with your left hand and it is tied up, 
and your right arm has become imjointed. Why is it 
so, Gaston ? " 

The young soldier answered lightly, ''This" — ^he 
touched his limp right arm — '* was the work of a bullet 
that hit an awkward place, and this/' moving his 
bandaged hand, "was scratched a little in grasping a 
rope doubly tight to save the other arm." 

The answer reminded Christophe that Oaston had 
the story of his adventures to relate, and he begged the 
captain to let them have it now. Reading a similar 
request in Azerole's face, de Rohan yielded to the boy's 
entreaty that he would teU everything from the very 
beginning. Adjourning to a shady nook under a rock 
which afforded a welcome shelter from the now blazing 
sun, they esconoed themselves in comfort. The time 
passed quickly after that; none of the three indeed 
guessed how quickly. Christophe lying flat on the 
turf, his chin propped upon his hands, his delicate 
little face flushed with interest and excitement, listened 
breathlessly, while Azerole, now gazing into her lover's 
eyes, now letting her own drop shyly beneath his tender 
glance, listened no less absorbedly. 
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interrupted him. L4on laughed joyously at their 
amazed facea '' Duke Amadeus has broken with his 
most Christian Majesty of France, and he, our Prince, 
is pleased to declare that in proof of his confidence in 
his brave Yaudois subjects, hitherto misunderstood and 
wronged by him, he entrusts to them the defence of 
his western frontier." Almost choking with a rush of 
emotion, L^on stopped short. ** Thanks be to God, the 
(rod of the Yaudois ! " he said, with hushed reverence, 
his head bowed. 

*' Thanks be to Ood," echoed de Rohan, taking off his 
hat, an example immediately and scrupulously followed 
by Christophe. 

For a fidl minute no one spoka Azerole broke the 
silence. ** Our father, Tj6on ? " 

He snuled. " The prisoners are immediately to be set 
at liberty, by order of his highness. And who, think 
you, sister mine, who is it that has gone to Turin to 
await the opening of the prison-door, declaring that he, 
and none but he, shall be the one to restore the pastor 
of Ponefrk to his long-lost children ? ** She shook her 
head. "Who but our good Bersour?** An exclama- 
tion of mingled gladness and amazement broke from 
Azerole. " Faithful Jules ! he went to Marseilles seek- 
ing for my father, who was believed to have been sent 
to the galleys. The trooper's interest in the heretics 
aroused stispicion, and eventually he was himself con- 
demned to the fate he feared had overtaken Pastor 
Montoux. Chained at the oar to one of our Yaudois 
martyrs, he would make no attempt to escape until his 
fellow-sufferer had passed beyond the reach of his help. 
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flash of inspiration he now jumped to what he believed 
was the explanation of the whole situation. ''I see 
that you have found out that we are all each other's 
brothers and sisters. Gaston is mine, and I think he 
thinks he is Azerole's, and so you also must be mine, 
Monsieur Montoux — no, Lton I mean, since you are my 
brother. Certes, I think," he went on, unconscious that 
he had got a little mixed, ** I think, now that Azerole 
and I have both of us so many brothers and sisters 
each, we do not need to be afiraid of the Abbd Tdtu or 
anybody." 

'< The Ahh6 Tdtu ? " repeated L6on inquiringly. '< Ah, 
then he is at the bottom of your being in hiding here 
in the Bois Suaire, is he ? I only stopped at the cha- 
teau long enough to leave my poor spent nag with 
Blaise, and to receive his confidential assurance that I 
should find mademoiselle at ' the trysting-place/ " 

Matters were quickly explained to him. L^on lis- 
tened to the account of Alphonse Tdtu's little schemes 
with a grim smile. '* The abba's game is about played 
out this time, I warrant," he said, considerable satisiEiEU)- 
tion in his tone. ''I met him and his party, some 
thirty strong, riding for their lives in the direction of 
the Julian Pass. And they have need. All Piedmont 
is up in arms against the French. The abbd and his 
followers will be nearing the Alps by now, if our people 
have not abeady caught and scattered them." 

At this Christophe's face suddenly lit up. " Azerole, 
if they are gone, we can all go back to the ch&teau." 

''The little man is right," said de Rohan. "There 
is nothing to fear for any of us, not even for me. A 
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priauuer, whose nationality is as much Piedmontese as 
Freneh, and who has just escaped from I*inerolo, the 
citadel of the enemy, is likely at the present crisis to be 

refjarded with favour by Duke Amadeus. He " 

But Christophe waited to hear no more. He set oS 
at his quickest trot for the cavern, "I am going for 
my cloak and stick," he called back. " I must hasten 
home. Mother will be watching for ma to return to 
her." 



CHAPTER XXVI 



A DEBTOB BELEASED 



Fully three months had elapsed since the ''Rentr^ 
Glorieuse/' and much had taken place during that 
time. How the Yaudois fought in defence of their 
duke, risking their lives on behalf of a prince who 
had at last done tardy justice to their loyalty and 
courage; how in conjimction with Amadeus's troops 
they drove the French through the defile of La Croix ; 
how they successfully attacked the forts of San Michel 
and La Torre, and eventually rid the country of the 
country, are now matters of history. 

Nor had these months proved uneventful to our 
friends at Brianza. Not many days after L4on brought 
the news of Victor Amadeus's reconciliation with his 
Yaudois subjects, Jules Bersour arrived at Malanot 
with Pastor Fran9ois Montouz. At the courteous re- 
quest of Madame de Rohan and her son, and to the 
unspeakable delight of Azerole, M. Montoux consented 
to take up his residence for the present at the ch&teau 
until he should have somewhat recovered from the 
effects of the winter's rigorous imprisonment 

But not for long could the pastor remain inactive 
at Castel Brianza. Reinforcements flocked daily to 
the Yaudois standard, taxing the generalship of Henri 
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Aniaud to the utmost. Moreover, arrangeaienlB had 
to be made for fetching back from Switzertand and 
Germany the remainder of the Vaudois exiles, in- 
cluding the families of those akeady in the valleys. 
Arnaud waited impatiently for the counsel and help 
of bis colleague, and the latter, as sooq as he was 
able, answered his friend's urgent summons to come 
to hira at his headquarters in Torre Police. 

Leon would fain have accompanied hia father; but 
it was impressed upon him that he ought not to leave 
Miilauot, where for the present he was sorely needed, 
not only on account of M. Broussel, whose health still 
remained feeble, but because of Roussier. Michel was 
fur from well, and Leon was anxious about him. Not 
that there was any great alteration in the young man's 
appearance or manner calculated at the first to excite 
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it by the fiEurmer and L^n only that this opportune help 
was welcomed, for, as the time went on, and Roussier'^ 
nights grew more rather than less trying, the trooper's 
skill and strength as an attendant proved invaluable 
to the sufferer, who hardly knew how great his need 
had been imtil he found that need supplied by the 
kind-hearted giant 

In other circumstances it is probable that Michel's 
condition would sooner have struck Gaston and Aze- 
role, who had both apprehended mischief to the young 
fellow in consequence of the fatigue and exposure of 
these two days and nights of toil on their behall But 
Roussier's uniform cheerfulness, the unavoidable ab- 
sorption of other interests crowding upon the stirring 
weeks after the Rentrte, and their own exceeding 
happiness, made the two less keen-sighted, perhaps, 
than they might have been. That summer of 1690 
had been to Azerole Montoux months of almost un- 
clouded sunshine. In these days she had grown yoimg 
-again. The light had come back to her eyes, the colour 
to her cheeks, the old elasticity to her step, and as she 
went about the ch&teau, filling the great old house 
with the music of her song, she was once more Azerole, 
the blithe-hearted " Azerole, la belle des Valleys." 

It is true that one great joy had been perforce post- 
poned. Among the children of the little commrmity 
of Yaudois exiles in Wirtemberg, there had broken out 
in the month of July an epidemic of scarlet fever, and 
little Stella Montoux was one of those who had sickened, 
though happily not seriously, with the dread complaint 
Thus both sl)e taa^ her m^er were prevented ^m 
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ftccompanying their fellow-coimtrymen who were has- 
tening from all parts of Switzerland and Gonnanj to 
rejoin tboir husbands, fathers, and brothers, aoxiouBly 
awiiiting them in their beloved valleys. For the present, 
at Ica-st, Madame Montoux and Azerole must needs 
possess themselves in patience and await God's time 
lor the reunion to which the heart of mother and 
ohikl had been looking forward with well-nigh unbear- 
able longing. 

iSut Gaston would not allow Azerole to fret. "Cour- 
■ige, sweetheart!" he had said. "If the dear mother 
;ind the petite are not able to come before the winter 
sets in, then we — you and I — ma mie, will go to 
Wirtcuiberg on our wedding journey." 

And at that Azerole had been fain to hide her April 
farM uf tears and blushing smiles from her knight's too 
close inspection. 
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day, hiding his sympathy under an extra show of 
brusqueness. 

This verdict was to be recognised later on as a bless- 
ing in disguise; but at the present juncture it seemed 
not good but unmitigated evil, and the old surgeon 
marvelled that the brilliant young officer took it so 
quietly. "You were not wont to chafe so meekly, 
monsieur," he remarked, with a keen side-look at de 
Rohan. " I should have expected you to see that this 
was the occasion for anathematising stray bullets." 

De Rohan smiled. ''I have learnt to see further 
afield than I was wont to do, monsieur. The reli- 
gion of " 

"TiensI" hastily interrupted the other, with good- 
natured roughness. " It is clear you have not yet learnt 
to see a pitfall when it yawns at your feet. The less 
you tell me of your religion the better for your own 
sake, mon ami" And Gaston, smiling again, took the 
hint 

But in the ilex grove, where he and Azerole had 
wandered together that afbemoon, the captain's smile 
came less readily. Apparently preoccupied, he allowed 
the conversation to fall chiefly upon Azerole, until she 
began to tell him of Michel, who had seemed consider- 
ably worse on the previous day when she had seen 
him. Then de Rohan roused himself. With tender 
regret they talked of Roussier, who had been visibly 
failing since an attack of hemorrhage some ten days 
before ; and although they did not say it in words, it 
was evident from the tone of their remarks that their 
hope of the invalid's ultimate recovery was fading ftusjb. 
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in Dauphin^ among the beautiful old woods of Les 
Rochers de Rohan." 

She interrupted him. "Nay then, Gaston, but is 
it possible you do not yet understand — ? " There was 
a moment's hesitation, then, bltishing pink, she went 
bravely on. " Enow you not that for your nightingale 
the hiunblest of nests with you will be a home in 
which to sing for very joy of heart ? " 

He rewarded her for this speech after a fashion that 
deepened the pink to crimson in her cheeks. But, 
to do these lovers justice, they spent but little of their 
time together in the interchange of caresses, and soon 
they had drifted back again to graver talk. 

''Azerole," said Gaston, abruptly breaking a little 
pause during which he had been studying her face, 
so changeful in its animation, yet so imchanging in 
its restfulness, ''you are not the old Azerole." She 
looked up half startled. ** Nay," he smiled, '' I should 
say you are the same, yet different Life's perplexities 
were wont to fret you. Do you remember how you were 
prone to say that you found it so difficult in the riddle 
of life to trust where you could not trace ? " 

'' Ah, how childish, how presumptuous I was in those 
days!" she returned penitently. "Gaston, our Father 
God has been wondrous patient with me. It must, 
in very deed, have seemed to Him that His wayward 
scholar would never master even the alphabet of His 
lesson of trust. But there is one thing, methinks, 
that with King David of old I have learnt, that ' In 
the multitude of my thoughts within me, Thy comforts 
delight my souL' But for the doubts and perplexities 
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The mention of Pinerolo seemed to recall something 
else to de Rohan. '' You know, ma mie, I saw a good 
deal of your people when I was invalided upon their 
hands in that little Wirtemberg village, and I could see 
that, while their position in a reformed German state 
is, without doubt, one of safety, it can but rarely be 
called one of social comfort or equality. One day 
last winter, when walking the ramparts of the citadel, 
I had a day-dream. In my vision I saw myself selling 
my estates in Languedoo in order to buy up land in 
Wirtemberg and found a settlement of ease and inde- 
pendence for your countrymen. It was part of my 
scheme to provide heads of families with grants of 
land at nominal rents, to live myself among them as 
feudal landlord and caretaker of their interests and — '* 
here, with a little laugh, Gaston pulled himself up. 
"That was my dream, but, I fear me, it is likely to 
prove naught but a dream, or, if it be ever realised, 
the realisation must needs be in miniature." 

Azerole was fain to clap her hands like the veriest 
child. ''Oh, Gaston! Gaston I How wondrously beauti- 
ful would it be were such a dream, even in miniature, 
to come true! Only," here a sudden remembrance 
came to her, ** there is Madame your mother." 

" I have thought of that. I believe she would come 
with us to Germany. Moreover, it would be good for 
the estate here. Brianza in competent hands would 
soon free itself from burdens. It would be good also 
for C!hristophe. There is his education in a Protestant 
state to be considered. But hark I what is that ? " 

They both listened intently, and the sound Gaston 
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" Mademoiselle, it was kind of you — ^to come— to say 
adieu," he said, with pauses between the whispered 
words. " And — it ia i-Dieu." 

But this was too much for the girL " Michel, Michel, 
you are not going to leave us ? O Michel ! you have 
given your life for ours!" Her voice ended in a 
choking sob. 

A smile flickered on his lips, and a momentary 
strength came to him. ''You say that too, made- 
moiselle?" he murmured, a ring of triumph in his 
tone. "L^n, he said the sama I asked him if it 
would help — even a very little — to atone for — for 
the past He said it could not — but — " his voice 
failed, and, signing to Lten, he whispered, "Tell 
them." 

"I told him there was no need," huskily obeyed 
L^n. " I told him the past had been fiilly atoned for 
by our Lord Jesus Christ, Himself the great and only 
Atonement for his past; ay, and for ours, as fiill of 
debts as his " 

Michel struggled to speak once mord. " He frankly 
forgave — " were the only words they caught 

"But I told him," went on L^on, "that down here 
there was for Michel Roussier the love of grateful 
hearts, and up yonder the 'Well done!' of the 
Master." 

There was a long silence, broken only by the weeping 
of Madame Justine. " Hyppoljrte," she whispered, " are 
we sinning not to send for Father Matthieu ? " 

Michel looked up. " No need," he panted. " Wonder- 
ful I wonderful I " he murmured, looking full at Azerole, 
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liis voico scarcely audible. "My SftTiour Chrigt — 
friinkly forgave — the debts all paid — mademoiselle, I 
aui cuntDDt." 

Slowly his gaze wandered from one to the other of 
tlio gr<iiip gathered round him; it rested lovingly for 
a iiioiricnt on each sorrovful face, then, returning to 
Azornlo. lingered in a last look of recognition. There 
nas an instant's flutter of the &ilii^ breath, a quick 
si^li. .ind Michel Boussier, his debts all paid, was at 

" Wliat is the matter?" asked a childish voice, 
lir<'akiii<; the solemn hush of the death-chamber. The 
i;roii|i aliout the couch started, and turned to find it 
was litilo Cliristophe who stood at the open door, in 
i'\\>: li;iiii1 a lovely white rosebud, in the other his hat. 
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Miohel?'' had been the child's constant and pitying 
question, and ever the patient answer would come to 
cheer the anxious little inquirer. ''There is naught 
the matter, Monsieur Christophe; naught but that I 
am tired, tired." 

One long, loving look the boy took, a glad smile on 
his rosy lips ; then, gently slipping the pure white bud 
within the wasted hand outside the coverlet, he held up 
a warning finger, for sobs were breaking again from 
poor Madame Justine. *' Hush ! hush ! " he whispered, 
walking on tiptoe across the room to her. " We must 
not make a noise to wake Michel. I think our Father 
Ood Himself is resting him." 




CHAPTER XIVII 

THE MARK OF THE RED ARROW 

MciN'siEUK L'ABBfc TfiTU was at work in the laboratory 
lie hiid fitted up for himself in his sister's country 
lioiiae. He was often there, for in the quiet seclusion 
fjf tho Chiteau Claire ho could prosecute hia scientific 
and medical researches without let or hindrance. 

Tho afternoon was late in September, and already the 
i]ay, wljich had been dull ajid cloudy, was closing; 
ihat the abb^, in his eagerness to perfect an experiment 
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which years ago he had received from Madame de 
Brinvilliers, the notorious poisoner, with whom 
Alphonse T6tu had been m the habit of correspond- 
ing — solely, of course, in the interests of the science 
of pharmacy — at a time when poisoning seemed to 
have become the rage in France. 

The abb^, having filled first one and then a second 
bottle with his innocent-looking mixture, corked both 
securely, and supplying himself with small pieces of 
parchment, proceeded to label the phials. While for 
the moment he hesitated, the pen poised in his hand, 
his glance wandered to an open cupboard on whose 
shelves were neatly arranged the simple drugs and 
remedies Monsieur TAbb^ was wont to deal out with 
a free hand to the country-folk, by whom his wondrous 
skill as a leech was held in great repute. A row of 
bottles labelled "Sleeping Draught" caught his eye. 
" That will do," he muttered, dipping his pen in the ink. 
" One name is as good as another." He had finished 
his task when, a thought striking him, he took up his 
pen again, and dipping it this time in some red paint 
he had at hand, he faintly outlined in the comer of the 
labels the sign of an arrow, so small that it would 
almost have required a magnifying glass to make it 
distinguishable to the naked eya Next he produced 
from a secret receptacle the key of a small double- 
doored cupboard at the other end of the room; but 
before locking up his freshly mixed "Sleeping Draughts" 
he decided to wait for a few minutes in order to make 
absolutely certain that no sediment could be detected 
at the bottom of the glass. While he waited he strode 
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up and down thg laboratory, his thoughta keeping paco 
with bis hurried steps. 

■Certes, now that the country is quiet again, and 
travelling safe, it is in truth quite time that I should 
journey south and inquire after the welfare of my dear 
roliitivos in Piedmont, If rumour bo true, and our 
innst pious Majesty has it in his mind to confer signal 
honour upon monsieur our cousin on accoimt of 'oon- 
Rpiouous gallantry in the field.' it ia plain that even 
Maiiamo de Maintenon's holy influence has failed for 
once. Vraiment, if the honour and glory of tho army 
of Franco blinds the king to all else, we, who are under 
otith to maintain the honour and glory of tlie Church, 
(iaro not be blind to her interests. And I say this thing 
shall not be. Ma foi 1 but this ren<^ade, this heretic, 
thiR apostate, shall not be exalted before a gaping 
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who err shall be altogether extirpated, and their goods, 
movable and immovable, may be seized by the faith- 
fiiL' Nor, oertes, is there any blame to be attached to 
any such who go forth in the name of Holy Church. 
It is his holiness Pope Urban who has laid down the 
maxim that 'We do not account them as murderers 
who, burning with zeal for their Catholic mother 
against excommunicate persons, have happened to slay 
some of them.' Yoil& ! Alphonse T6tu, thou faint of 
heart, what more wouldst thou have ? " 

Here the abba's religious reflections were broken in, 
upon by a knock at the door. The unexpectedness of 
the interruption— he had given strict orders that he 
was not to be disturbed — took the abb4 off his guard, 
and he started violently. The next instant he was 
himself again. '* Begone, knave 1 " he called out, with 
more even than his customary harshness in speaking to 
a servant, for Alphonse had been wont to pride himself 
upon an invulnerable strength of nerve, and his 
momentary weakness had annoyed him. " Have I not 
said I will not be disturbed ? " 

" It is I, Alphonse," returned a thin, sharp voice from 
behind the locked door. "There has come one who 
brings a message of importance." The speaker was 
Mademoiselle Claire Tdtu. 

" Peste !" impatiently ejaculated her brother, and he 
did not open the door, for even his sister was but 
seldom allowed to invade the privacy of the laboratory. 
** Tell him he must needs come again." 

" Brother, it is a special courier from Versailles, and 
his errand demands haste.** 
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A sudden chajage came over the abWa face. " At 
last ! " he ejaculated, rubbing his hands toother. " Ha ! 
ha ! it may be our sleeping drai:^hts can be dispensed 
wit.h after all!" 

He turned sharply, and bis eye fell on the bottles. 
With preoccupied haste he felt for the key, but, failing 
tn find it, thruBt the phials into the open cupboard 
IjGsidc their comrade draughts, then drew back the 
bolts and lock of the laboratory door, and in another 
iiiinute, forgetful of all olse, was on his way to the court 
of the chateau, where the royal messenger was awaiting 
him. More deliberately, after securing the key of hei- 
brother's private room, mademoiselle followed him 
<lownstairs. As she had expected, she found him in her 
aitting-room, standing at the window to catch the last 
rayK of light by which to read the despatch. She 
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ment that Monsieur I'AbM T6tu was expected to preach 
in the Chapel Royal at Versailles on Sunday, the next 
day but one. The letter went on to say : — 

''By the way, Monsieur TAbb^, it is as well the 
matter relating to the confiscation of Les Rochers de 
Rohan had not been pressed too fax. In Qeneral 
Bouffler's report of the campaign of last year it is 
recorded that, but for the brilliant sally of monsieur the 
Captam (Gaston de Rohan at the siege of Frakenthal, 
the town would have been lost to France. His Majesty 
is so mightily pleased with the gallantry of this young 
officer, who it appears is disabled through his heroic 
exploits for king and country, that even the bold 
Bossuet himself dares not remind his Majesty of that 
little heresy scandal so long pending further inquiry. 
Thanks to that court buffoon, de Brissac, the escapade 
of the Bonhomme has been turned into a mere Don 
Quixote joke for the amusement of the ladies of the 
court 

"On another account also we may thank our stars 
that the confiscation was not precipitated. It appears 
that Madame, la belle H^loise, has another son besides 
our gallant captain, one Christophe de Beauregard, a 
minor. Some foolish woman's fancy kept her from 
owning the child as hers until now, when the stoiy has 
leaked out, none knows how. The king has been 
highly entertained with the romance. It is now all the 
taik of Paris. What a precious complication the claims 
of this second son and heir would have made in your 
little scheme of confiscation, mon ami ! " 

Mademoiselle Claire, in her turn letting the paper 
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droi) to the lioor, faced her brother, "This boy — this 
Cliiihtuphe do Beauregard — is it true ? " 

Mademoiselle TStu had ofteo seen her brother in u 
piissiou, but the face he now turned upon her, distoitod 
with fury aknost beyond reoognition as the face of a 
hiiinan being, half terrified her, " True ? Yes, it is true, 
I see it all now. And ahe ho* fooled me, that accursed 
wouiuii. Now I know why something in that cripple's face 
waa wont to affect me disagreeably. He was becoming 
the Uving image of his father Bayard de Rohan. Now I 
kuuw why it was that she, Mivdame his mother, feared 
Trie — she dreaded my discovering that secret. Why did 
1 ni.it ? Fool, fool, that i was !" Then, as his sister still 
conlinuod to stare bewildered, ho hissed out, "Idiot 
that you are ! Do you not understand ? It was her 
vuw. She planned to evade it by denying the child to 
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she sent to summon him. His only reply was a burst 
of invectives hurled at the head of the servant who 
had knocked at the boudoir door. Mademoiselle Tdtu 
supped alone and sparingly. When she had finished, 
she went to her sitting-room, entered without knocking, 
and placed upon the table a plate of meat and a bottle 
of wine. 

"What in the name of thunder did you bring that 
abominable stuff here for, Claire? Are you idiotic 
enough to suppose that it is food I want ? " he snarled. 

" It is food you want, and I am not an idiot for know- 
ing that," she replied, a touch of asperity in her voice. 
"And it is you who will be an idiot, Alphonse, if you 
elect to starve. Tou know full well that, if you do not 
calm yoiuself and eat and drink, you will be imfit for 
your work the day after to-morrow." 

"So much the better," he snapped. "His Majesty 
has not been so liberal in his favours to me of late that, 
at his beck and call, I should put myself to the incon- 
venience of preaching in the Chapel RoyaL Send word 
that I am ilL" 

A peculiar smile curled the thin lips of Mademoiselle 
Claire. "Louvois will be delighted. His nephew, the 
Bishop of Lyons, will be only too pleased to step into 
your place, and delight the courtiers with his obsequious 
eloquence. He has done so successfully, you vrill re- 
member, on more than one occasion of late." 

The abb6 winced. "He shall not get the chance 
this time. I shall go myself" he thundered, the red 
flush deepening on his face. 

" Then you must eat, brother, if you would not have 
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liie k'mg tell you at tho end of your discourse that you 
liavQ bored him for the last time," and sha pushed a 
chuir to tho table, and signed to him to sit down. 
Tiien, like a wise woman that she was, she left the 
roimi. An hour later she returned. A portion of the 
iiiij;it had been eaten, the wine bottle was empty. Tho J 
tuiciosLustio sat lost in thought, his elbows on the table, f 
his tii'iid buried in his hands. 

•Alphonse," his sister's tone was sharp, "go to bod.,1 
I liavo seen to everything for the start. In six hour»<l 
yijii umst be in the saddle. If you do not get sleep you | 
will not be fit to ride." 

AV'iih the sullen obedience of a man who has beeix J 
;.'<>udt:d beyond his powers of resistance the abbfiJ 
obeyed. But in passing to his room his voice ' 
beard calling peremptorily for more wine. Claire TStu J 
i'ru^vuud. Her brother was at all time^ a deeo drinker.'? 
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"Imb^oile!" he shouted in a fury. ''It would be 
more to the purpose if, instead of adding one more to 
them with your infernal clatter, you would stop these 
oonfounded noises in my head — these voices eternally 
hissing at me. 'Fool! fool!' they say; 'befooled by a 
woman ! ' I tell you they are driving me mad." 

'' The wine has gone to his head already," she mut- 
tered. Acting upon a bright thought she left the room. 
The key of the laboratory was in her pocket luckily, 
and she knew where her brother kept the simple 
remedies she as well as he was accustomed to administer 
to the poor of the villages round. In five minutes she 
had returned, bringing with her a small bottle marked 
*' Sleeping Draught" In a fit of moody petulance the 
abb^ had thrown himself on the bed, his face turned to 
the wall. Mademoiselle Claire poured the draught into 
a glass, to which she added wine, and carried it to her 
brother. "Drink this, Alphonse. Doubtless it will 
silence these voices and send you to sleep." 

Claire Tdtu was endowed with a power of will equal 
to that of her brother, and on this occasion her nerves 
and temper were calmer than his. There were times 
like the present, when, having worn himself out men- 
tally and physically, he would yield to her as to a 
stronger force. 

She replaced the empty glass upon the table and 
went to the window to close the persiennes. "Now 
you will sleep. It was fortimate I found the sleeping 
draught ready at hand in the cupboard. I knew " 

Her sentence ended in a sharp cry of pain. She 
turned to find it was her brother who was clutching her 
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Ly tho arm. At the first taste of the wine, which he 
h.id swallowed at a gulp, a sudden terror had come to 
him, and she had hardly uttered the words "sleeping 
draught," when he bad sprung from tho bed, and, 
grasping her arm as in a vice, shook her, glaring at her 
tbe while with a look in his terrified eyes that mode her 
recoil. 

" Whore did you get tbe draught, woman ? " he 
screamed, shaking her t^ain. " Where is the bottle ? " 

Sickening, for a suspicion of the truth began vaguely 
to dawn upon her, she pointed silently to the phial she 
had left beside the wine. Snatching it up be held it 
clnso to the lamp. His hand was shaking like a leaf, 
but his sight, pretematurally keen, detected with only 
too terrible distinctness tbe mark of the red arrow upon 
tho label 

Tim crloBoWiMlo AmnnaA fNim hU liAn.4 TTo tliHnB.^ 
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"Two hours from now! Two hours I" was what she 
distinguished at last 

In her frenzy she again shook him violently. " Al- 
phonse, Alphonse, is there an antidote? — who knows 
it? SpeakI Say!** 

Once more, but with an effort, his lips moved. 
"Hubert — Hubert — the lay-brother, he knows — " his 
voice was thick, and, reelii^, he slipped heavily to the 
floor. 

One look she gave, then fled from the room, down the 
stairs and to the stables, counting as she went. " ' Two 
hours from now'— only 'two hours,' he said. And it 
will take a man a frdl hour and a half, galloping all the 
way, to ride to the Abbey and back ! Was it only ' two 
hours' he said? 'Two hours!'" The words were 
burning themselves into her brain. She would go on 
saying them until — until — until what ? — ^until when ? • 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

LED FORTH BY THE RIGHT WAY 

The news of the sudden death, from apoplexy as was 
supposed, of AlpboDse I'Abb^ Tetu was carried to Castel 
Brianza by the courier who brought from France a 
Riiiiiiuons to Captain Gaston de Rohan to sot out for 
Versailles, to receive from his Majesty in person a 
colonel's commission and a high order of merit, in 
recognition of the signal services rendered by the naid 
captain durii^ the campaign of l68S. 
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some days previously from Turin, and he, along with 
,Fran9ois Montoux, had ridden over to Castel Brianza to 
talk the matter over with their friends at the ch&teau. 
The information the Yaudois leader had received was to 
the effect that Duke Amadous, yielding to the pressure 
of political considerations, was contemplating the signing 
of a treaty which would necessitate his issuing an order 
of banishment to aU French refugees in the Piedmontese 
Yalleys. This edict of expulsion, if carried into effect,^ 
which there was only too good reason to suppose it 
would be, would expel at least seven pastors, originally 
natives of Pragela and Dauphin^, two of whom were 
Henri Amaud and his colleague Fran9ois Montoux. 
The order of banishment would affect no fewer than 
three thousand Frenchmen now residing in the Yalleys, 
and the future of this vast congregation of homeless 
fellow-countrymen was an anxious question to their 
pastors. But already Amaud's active brain was re- 
volving plans for the well-being of his much -tried 
people. The scheme which most commended itself to 
him was that he, as representative from his coimtry- 
men, should apply to one of the Protestant princes of 
Germany — say the good Duke of Wirtemberg — for per- 
mission to establish a Yaudois colony in his dominions. 
" I, am of opinion, said Amaud, " that the duke will 
at once accede to our petition. But we need not look 
for it that to a penniless band of foreign emigrants the 

^ In point of fact, thii edict was not promulgated until a few jeara 
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Here Gaston, who had been gazing abs 
the window, came forward. " I beUeve, Mo 
that I am now in a position to relieve 
measure from the burden of this new 
Only yesternight I heard from Sig. Boc 
now in Paris, of the sale at an almost fi 
price of an estate of mine in Languedoc 
sincere pleasure to inform you that, in ax 
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may be hand over to you in a deed of gift 
money in full, that with it you may bv 
(German Protestant States for your fellov 
thermore, Monsieur Pastor, be it known i 
it is my intention humbly to offer the sen 
de Rohan as commissioner of the new c 
temberg. Happily, nay providentially, 
weak arm will enable me to procure 
from the army without incurrinsr thi 
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remained silent from sheer surprise. But when de Rohan 
went on to unfold in detail the scheme he had formed in 
the solitude of his ceU at Pinerolo, Amaud's amazement 
changed to thankful gratitude. " Now, praise be to our 
Qod ! " he exclaimed. " Praise Him, ay, certes, and that 
not only for His wonderful works to the children of my 
people^ but for His long-suffering patience towards Henri 
Amaud — him of little fedth! Shame on me for my 
faithless fears ! My brothers, let us give thanks to our 
faithful GK>d." Standing with bowed head, the others 
reverently following his example, Amaud poured out 
from his full heart a burst of thanks to Him who had 
thus wondrously provided for His people so unexpectedly 
threatened again with tribulation. 

At the conclusion of the prayer M. Montoux laid his 
hand on Gaston's shoulder, and put the very question 
which had been asked by Azerole but a few weeks 
before. ''My dear fellow, what of Madame your 
mother ? " 

** I have spoken with her. Monsieur Pastor. She is 
willing, nay glad, to go forth with the Lord's exiled 
people to the land chosen for their inheritance." 

Whereupon there followed a long and animated 
debate over the Wirtemberg scheme, whose proportions 
grew larger and its prospects brighter the closer it was 
looked at. So engrossing was the subject that it was 
some time before even M. Montoux was struck by some- 
thing imusual in Lton's look and manner, and by the 
fact that, interested though he was in the Yaudois 
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*'In my time of need Monsieur and 
were as father and mother to me— 
Now that they are feeble and lonely, 
in me, methinks, to forsake them." 
Pastor Montoux grasped his son's 1: 
hard. ** It may not be for long that t 
of me ; and whenever my work here 
please Grod to permit me, I shall co: 
my father, in the shepherding of th< 
Grod has been pleased to place you, b 
tion of my life will be attained." 

« My L6on, you have made my hea 
the pastor in a choked voice. "An 
Madame Broussel's gain be our loss- 
mine — what shall we say but that tl 
Lord be done ? " 

"Yesternight I said somewhat t< 
Madame Justine about my remainin 
methinks, as the time draws near \ 
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shall have the comradeship of our faithful Jules, who 
has decreed to remain on the farm so long as I am 
pleased to do the like ; thus Ood has thought for me, 
my father." The yoxmg fellow spoke bravely, despite 
the suspicious huskiness in his voioa 

It was now Oaston's turn to grasp his hand. ^ lAon, 
you noble fellow ! This is altogether like you, and only 
what we might have looked for. But you need not 
think you will be forsaken, mon ami Let us all take 
cheer. There will be many joumeyings between Pied- 
mont and Wirtemberg. I must needs come often to see 
after affidrs at Brianza, and I make no doubt there will 
be those from the homes at Wirtemberg who will peti- 
tion in turn for the pleasure of accompanying me. And 
hearken, brother L^n, in the Schloss Brianza, in the 
new country, there will be a guest-chamber set apart 
and sacred as ' Our Leon's room.' " 

The two yoxmg men again grasped hands. Lten was 
much moved, but not altogether sorrowfully. "It is 
well," he said, looking from one to the other with 
honest affection. "It is well." 

Amaud, who had been silently nodding his approval 
of the foregoing conversation, now claimed Gaston's 
attention for a moment " I would gladly stand here 
until midnight, messieurs, discussing topics that touch 
us all so nearly, but my presence is needed at Torre 
Pelica Ere I depart, Monsieur de Rohan, I would 
fain attempt to thank you in the name of my people 
for your proposed generosity. But, as I told you 



speedily perchance." And he drew tl 
into a curtained recess, where they h( 
apparently satisfactory colloquy togethe 

Shortly afterwards the two pastors an 
ch&teau together; and Gaston betook 
boudoir in search of his mother, 
sitting alone by the fire, her hands < 
lap, her whole attitude that of resti 
dreaming of Schloss Brianza, madre 
manded, lightly touching her forehead 
She turned her face up to him and s 
ment, Madame! but I vow you gro^ 
handsomer each day ! " he gaily decla 
her with fond pride. 

Madame de Rohan shook her head at 
little dreaming how near the truth they 
had entered upon a new life, this lonel} 
woman, a life abounding in the joy and ; 
ing in her Saviour; and now an expn 
than in the happy days of her youth, 
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enough to account for the change in her that was so 
evident to all? 

Sitting down beside her de Rohan unfolded Sig. 
Bocelli's letter. There was a paragraph in it which 
he had reserved for his mother's eyes alone, and he 
watched her now while she read it: — 

'' Paris calls you a lucky dog, mon ami " — so ran the 
letter — "for the king, to crown his other marks of 
favour, has announced his gracious intention to bestow 
upon you the hand of la belle Mademoiselle de Mondovi, 
thereby making you the envy of every gallant in the 
court Ecco! it is well that your affections are as 
yet imentangled! For I make no doubt you are 
well aware that in these deUcate affavrea d^amwwr for 
a courtier to say 'Nay' to Louis le Grand's 'Yea' 
would mean disaster, if not ruin." 

With an exclamation of consternation Madame 
H^loise laid down the letter. "Therein Sig. Bocelli 
speaks but the truth," she said in a troubled voica 

" I know it," he quietly replied. 

There was a moment or two of silence. "One way 
there is out of the difficulty," she went on hesitat- 

" I know that also, my mother." 

Another pause. "When must you start for Paris, 
Gaston ? " 

De Rohan considered. " This is Tuesday. The day 
after to-morrow at latest, if I would reach Versailles on 
the date fixed by his Majesty." So saying he sprang 
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in quest of. Gaston — " h' 
he turned at once. " GastoB 
with her ? Methinks, if ever 
life when she must needs m 



is now." 



He nodded and was gone. 
hands in her lap, but the &] 
laced than before, sat motion] 
had not long to wait With: 
but this time he was not alo: 
jj I shy, her lips unsteady, walke 

{«| held in his tender clasp. He 1 

I* J "Madre mia, it is well," he si 

to Versailles, Azerole, the gran 

if ' friend, the Baron de Mont^iu 

'I 

7* as my wedded wife, and it so pi 

Madame held out her am 
towards her. "Ah, how goc 
{t GK>d!" she murmured, hidinj 

;■ . I tears were coming. " How 
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Azerole Montoux's wedding-day. The Castel Brianza 
chapel, a long disused building, had been hastily fitted 
up for the occasion. Branches of autumn-tinted leaves 
hid the stained walls, garlands of evergreens were 
twined round the time-worn pillars, wreaths of flowers 
festooned the place with a luxuriance that would have 
bespoken lavish waste anjrwhere but in the sunny 
south. A richly-embroidered curtain had been drawn 
across the chancel, and in front of the curtain was a 
small table on which L^n had placed a Bible, the 
same precious book which had for so long been hid- 
den in the haunted cave in the Bois Suaire. 

Grouped about the door of the building were a 
goodly number of servants and villagers. If ortho- 
doxy forbade them to venture further, interest and 
affection would not allow them to remain at a greater 
distance. Within the chapel were to be foimd . the 
bolder spirits led by Blaise and Jacqueline, whose re- 
ligious scruples were allayed by the sage reflection 
that the venerable Prior Baronius and gentle Father 
Matthieu had ever a kind word to say for the Yaudois, 
and by the further comforting consideration that where 
their Madame could go, surely her dependants were 
safe to follow. 

In gown and bands, his hand resting on the open 
Bible, waited Pastor Henri Amaud, and with him stood 
Gaston de Rohan, looking very handsome in his cap- 
tain's uniform. Beside his brother stood the grooms- 
man, a tiny figure in myrtle green slashed with silver. 



arrived to relieve him of 
incxpressibla relief to him 
Loon close at hand rciidy t 
required, but that his m 
Madame de Rohan, erect a 
meanour expressive of a 
Jacqueline proudly vhisper 
very queen" in her robe o 
Brousael and his Justine, at 
glanced furtively and irith 
towards the regal figure thi 
doubt had once graced t1 
Monarque" at YerHoilles. Ii 
the shadows of the pillars, 1 
Jules Bersour, who stood twi 
the fierce energy that with h 
working of strong ezcitemen 
But now a little movemei 
the chapel drew the attentii 
which the bride was enterin] 
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Jacqueline and the two maids, who had sat up nearly 
all the night to finish their beloved mademoiselle's 
gown, exchanged glances of supreme satisfaction as 
they surveyed the effect of their handiwork. Fair, 
sweet, graceful, with a modest shyness that but added 
to her charm, the girl advanced up the chapel aisle 
and took her place by Oaston's side. She was a trifle 
pale, and her eyes, after one swift upward glance into 
her bridegroom's face, were cast down, but he at least 
had caught the look of love and joy which had been 
flashed to him, and he mutely answered it by the 
firm pressure of the hand he took in his. 

''Ah, Madame Jacqueline, but is she not in very 
truth 'La Belle des Valleys'?" murmured the grave- 
faced Yaudoise maiden, who, to her intense delight, 
had been chosen to accompany the young bride to 
France in the capacity of lady^s-maid. Mariette, who 
had known and loved Mademoiselle Azerole in the old 
Ponefrik days, already regarded her mistress with a 
proud sense of proprietorship. 

The simple but impressive ceremony over, the party 
adjourned to the ch&teau, where refreshments on a 
liberal scale had been provided, and thither throughout 
the afternoon visitors flocked to pay their greetings 
to the newly-wedded pair. Humble friends, whose 
hearts had been won by many acts of kindness shown 
them in their hour of need by Mademoiselle Montoux, 
eagerly elbowed their way among others of higher 
station, who had long since found out that the heretic 



bride to her mother in Wirtemberg, 
Heloise and her son Christophe were 
the spring. 

• • • • • 

It was five o'clook in the afbemo< 
all save M. Broussel, his wife, and Pai 
gone; the "Traveller's Psalm" had 
Azerole, having exchanged her white d 
skirt, was returning from the servants 
had been bidding affectionate adieux 
friends of the household, when in t 
a corridor she felt her arm grasped by 

"Azerole, I saw Jules leading up 
beautiful new horse in the court, an( 
lump has suddenly grown up in the 
throat When wiU it go away?" 

In the circumstances Azerole dared 
so she made answer cheerily, " It will g 
Monsieur de Beaur^ard de Rohan." E 
of relief, but waited for proof of her assi 
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that because she remembers she has still a son left 
to comfort her, our litde-man-Christophe, the boy with 
the grown man's heart" 

" I see," he returned, satisfied. " YoUk ! if we must 
needs kiss one another, sister Azerole, it had best be 
now, while the lump is choking me at any rate, and 
there is no one by." 

But it was in saying fareweU to lAon that Azerole'a 
heart-strings felt strained almost to breaking. The 
brother and sister had drawn aside within the shadow 
of a window-recess, and with her arms about his neck 
she broke down, and the first tears she had shed that 
day fell in a sudden shower. "L^on! L^n! I know 
not how to leave thee I Throughout these long years 
of our exile God gave us to each other, and I had never 
once thought that there would come a day when I 
would be parted from thee. What shall I do?" 

He passed his hand tenderly over the bowed head. 
''The months wiU soon pass, and the spring wiU be 
here, ch^rie, and then, as thou knowest, I am coming 
to Wirtemberg with the rest to see our precious mother 
and little Stella^ and all the dear home party at the 
Schloss Brianza. God knows," he went on, but more 
slowly, warned by a certain unsteadiness in his voice, 
''Ghxl knows how I shall miss thee, my Azerole, my 
help and comfort! At the first I confess I was like 
to be rebellious, and was fain to cry out ' Why ? ' For 
to my poor vision it seemed a mystery how it could 
be the best way — at least for me^that you and I, 



J^'ather God has taken to teach 
cause for us to fret over the r 
it is His hand that holds the k 

Azerole lifted up her head, 
tears. ** And methinks that evei 
has learnt that, when we know i 
has turned the key, it would ill 
fiaith to try and force the lock." 



THE END 
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